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GEORGE R. 

GEORGE, by the Grace of God, King of Gnat 
Britain* France, and Ireland* Defender of the 
Faith, &c. To all to whom thefe Prcfents (Hall 
come, Greeting. Whereas our Trufty and Well-beloved 
John Barbery Printer, and Alderman of our City of 
London* has humbly rcprefented unto us, that he is now 
printing the Works of his Grace John Sheffield Duke of 
Buckingbamjhire* in Vcrfe and Profe ; and whereas the laid 
John Barber has informed us, that he has been at great 
Expence in carrying on the faid Work, and that the folc 
Right and Title of the Copy of the faid Work is vetted in 
the faid John Barber % he has therefore humbly befought 
us to grant him our Royal Privilege and Licenfe for the 
folc Printing and Publilhing thereof, for the Term of four- 
teen Xears. We being willing to give all due ^courage- 
meitf to fo ufefuf a Worlfe are gramoufly pleaf^d tt> coi»- 
defcend to his Requeft, and do therefore hereby, fo far as 
may be agreeable to the Statute in that behalf made and pro- 
vided, grant unto the- did John Barbed our Royal Licenfe 
and Privilege for the fole Printing and Publilhing the laid 
Works of the feid Puke of BUckipgbamJbire* for and daring 
the i efrm [of fourteen Years, to be computwHromrthe Day 
of the Date hereof, ftri&ly charging and prohibiting ail 
ourSubjedsvri^binour K^^n^aTriI>>mit^ons to reprint 
or abridge the fame, either in the Like, or in any other Vo- 
lume or Volumes whadbever, or to import, buy, vend* 
utter, or diftributc any Copies of the fame, or any Part 
thereof reprinted beyond the Seas, during the faid Term of 
fourteen Years, without the Gonfent and Approbation of 
the kid John Barber* his Heirs, Executors, andAffigns, 
under his or their Hinds and Seals firft had and obtained, a* 
they and every of them offering herein, will anfwer the 
contrary at their Perils : Wkereof the Matter, Wardens, 
and Company of Stationers of our City of London, Com- 
miflioners, and other Officers of our Cuiioms, and sill other 
our Officers and Miniftcrs, whom it may concern, are tq 
take notice, that due Obedience be given to our PleafunQ 
herein fignified. Given at our Court at St. James's the iStb 
Day *f April 1 72a, in the Eigbtb Tear of our Reign. By 
his Majefty's Command, 
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THE MEMORY OF 

JOHN SHEFFIELD, 

Duke of Buckingham, 



these 



HIS MORE LASTING REMAINS, 

(THE MONUMENT OF HIS MINI} 
AND MORE PERFECT IMAGE 

OF HIMSELF) 

ARE HERE COLLECTED BY THE DIRECTION O? 

CATHARINE his Duchesse: 

DESIROUS THAT HIS ASHES MAY BE HONOURED, 

« * 

AND HK FAME AND MERIT COMMITTED 



TO THE TEST OF 



TIME, TRUTH, Ahd POSTERITY. 
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AUTHORS 

Concerning his G R A C E, and his Writings, 
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E. ^Roscommon, EJfay an Tranfl. Verfe. 

HAPPY that Author ! whofc correft * Effay 
Repairs fo well our old Horatian Way, 

Dryden, Abfal. and Achlt. 
Sharp-judging Adriel, the Mufes Friend, 
Himfelf a Mufe — *In Sanhedrims Debate, 
True to his Prince, but not a Slave of State. 



Ef*y m Tottij, 



A 4 Dry- 



\ 

\ 

■\ 

I 



VIM ) 



Dryden, Verjhs to Lord Koscl 

How will fwcct Ovid's Ghoft be pleas'd to hear 
His Fame augmented by an Engtijb Peer i 
Nowheembellifheshis Helen's Loves, 
Outdoes his Softnefs, andhisScnfe improves! 

Dryden, ¥ref. to Virgil's ^Eneis. 

u Your Effay of Poetry, which was publilh'd 
" without a Name, and of which I was not ho* 
" hour'd with the Confidence, I read over and over, 
" with much Delight, and afc much Inftruftion ; 
u And, without flattering you, or making myfelf 
€€ more moral than I am, not without fome Envy. 
u I was loth to be inform'd how an EpiG Poem 
" fhould be written, or how a Tragedy fhould be 
« contriv'd and manag'd, in better Vcrfe, and with 
€C more Judgment, than I cou'd teach others. 

" I gave the unknown Author his- due Commen- 
< c dation, I muft confefs : But who can anfwer for 
u me, and for the reft of the Poets who heard me - 
€C read the Poem, whether we fhould not have 
been better pleas'd, to have fecn our own Names 
at the bottom of the Titles Page i Perhaps wc : 

u com- 
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" commended it the more, that we might feem to 
" be above the Ccnfure, &c. 

* » ■ * 

Dryden, Ibid. 

u This is but doing Jufticc to my Country; 
u part of which Honout will reflect on yourLord- 
u (hip y whofc Thoughts arc always juft, your 
a Numbers harmonious, your Words chofen, your 
" Expreifions ftrong and manly, your Verfc flow- 
" ing, and your Turns as happy as they arc eafy* If 
" you would fet us more copies, your. Example 
" would make all Precepts needlefs. In the mean 
" time, that little you have writ is own'd, and. that 
" particularly by the Poets (who are a Nation not 
" over-Javifli of Praife to their Contemporaries) as a 
a particular Ornament~of our Language : But the 
" fweeteft Eflences are always confin'd in the 
«' fioaaUeftGlaflcs. 

Dryden, *Ded. to Aurengezeb. 

How great and manly in your Lordfhip, is yoi# 
Contempt of popular Applaufc 5 and your retir'4 
Virtue, which fhines only to a few $ with whom 
you live £b eafily and freely, that you make it evi- 
dent, you have a Soul which is capable of all the 
Tenderneft of Friendship, and that you only retire 
youriclf from thofe, who are not capable of re- 

i turning 



turning it. Your Kindnefs, where you have once 
plac'd it, is inviolable : And 'tis to that only I attri- 
bute my Happincfs in your Love. r This makes me 
more eafily forfake an Argument^ on which I could 
otherwife delight to dwell : I mean your Judgment 
in your Choice of Friends * becaufel have the Ho- 
nour to be one. After which, I am fure you will 
more eafily permit mcto be filent, in the Care yxnt 
have taken of my Fortune ; which you have refcu'd, 
not only from the Power of others, but from my 
worft of Enemies, my own Modcfty and Lazineft- 
Which Favour, had it been employed on a more 
deferving Subjeft, had been an effeft of Juftice in 
your Nature * but as plac'd on me, is only Charity* 
Yet withal, 'tis conferred on fuch a Man, as prefers 
your Kindncfs itfclf, before any of its Conferen- 
ces 5 and who values, as the greateft of your Favours* 
thofe of your Love, and of your Converfatioo. 
From this Conftancy to your Friends, I might rea- 
fonably afiumc, that your Refcntments would be as 
ftrong and lading, if they were not reftrain'd by a 
nobler Principle of Good Nature and Generoilty. 
for certainly, 'tis the fame Compoiition of Mind, 
the lame Resolution and Courage, which makes the 
greateft Friendfhips, and the greateft Enmities. To 
this firmnefs in all your Adions (tho' you are want* 
ing in 119 other Ornaments of Mind and Body, yet 
to this) I principally afcribe the Intereft your Merits 

1 hove 



have acqair'd you in the Roy al Family . . A Prince, 
whois conftant tohimfelfj andfteady in all his Un* 
dertakings j one with whom the C^arafta of Ho- 
ilace will agree, 

Sifratius iltabatur or bis f 
Jmpavidum ferient rum*. 

Such a one cannot but place an Efteem, and repofc 
a Confidence on him, whom no Adverfity, no 
Change of Courts, no Bribery of Intereft, or Cabal 
of Factions, or Advantages of Fortune, can remove 
from the folid Foundations of Honour and Fidelity. 

Itte meoSy primus qui me fibi junxit, emotes 
AbfiuUt % Hie habeat fecum, jervetqve fepulcre. 

How well your Lordfhip will deferve that Praife, I 

.need no tnipiration to foretel. You have Already 

-left no room for Prophecy : Your early Underta- 

• tings have been fuch, in the Service of your King 

. and Country, when you offered yourfelf to the moft 

dangerous Employment, that of the Sea j when 

you chofc to abandon thofe Delights, to which your 

Youth and Fortune did invite you, to undergo the 

Hazards, and, which was worfe, the Company of 

common Seamen ; that you have made it evident, 

you will refufe no Opportunity of rendring yourictf 

ufeful 
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tifcful to the Nation, when either your Courage or. 
Conduct fhall be rcquirU 

Bifhop Burnet, Tref. to Sir T. Mont's Utopia. 

Our Language is now certainly properer and 
more natural than it was formerly, thicfly fince the . 
Corre&ion that was given by the Rehear fed : And it 
is to be hoped that the Ejfay on *Poitry 9 which may 
be well match'd with the beft Pieces of its kind that 
even Augustus's Age produced, will have a more 
powerful Operation 5 if clear Senfe, joined with 
home, but gentle Reproofs, can work more on our 
Writers, than that unmerciful expofing of 'em iias 
dQue. 

Addison, Speftat. N° 253* 

We have three Poems in our Tongue, which 
arcof the fame nature, and each of them a Klaftej^ 
piece in its kind : The Ejfay on TranJIated Verfe* 
the Ejfay on Toetry, and the Ejfay QnGrititiJm.^ 

r * 

Ld. Lansdown, Ejfay on Unnatural Flights, &o, 

Roscommon firft, then Mulgrave rofc, like Lights 
To clear our Darkncfs, and to guide our Flight : 
With fteady Judgment, and in lofty Sounds, 
They gavfc us Patterns, and they fct us Bounds. 

The 



( xui ) 

The Stagyritb and Horace laid afidc, 
Inform'd by them, we need no foreign Guide : 
Who feck from Poetry a lafting Name, 
May from their Leflbns learn the Road to Fame 

Prior, Alma, Cant. 2. 
Happy the Poet ! bleft the Lays! 
Which Buckingham has deign'd to praiffc. 

Garth, 'Dijpenfarj* 

Now Tybefs Streams no courtly Gallu* £bc, 
Bat foiling Thames enjoys his Normanby, 

Pope, EJfay onCriticifm. 
Yet feme there were among die founder few, 

Of thofe who lefs prefum'd, and better knew, 

« 

Who durft aflert the jufter ancient Caufe, * 
And here reftord Wit's Fundamental Laws. 
Such was the Mufe, whofe Rules and Pra&icc tell, 
Hatvrts chief Mafterpiecc is writing well. 

Pope, Mifcellanies. 
Mufe, 'tis enough, at length thy Labour ends : 

And thou fiialt jive 5 for Buckingham commends. 

•• • 

Let 



Let Crowd* of Criticks now my Vcrfc aflaif, *"' " 
Let D— «— s write, and nameiefi Numbers rail. 
This more than pays whole Years of thanklefsPain, 
Time, Health,, and Fortune, are not loft in vain : 
Sheffield approves j confenting Phoebus bends $ 
And I and Malice from this Hour are friend^ 
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THE 

Te mple of Death. 

~~ N thofc cold Climates, where 

the Sun appears 
Unwillingly, and hides his 

Face in Tears ; 
Adifmal Vale lies in a dc- 
_ fart iQe, 

Oa which indulgent Heav*n did ncvet fmile. 

B 2 There 



4 THE TEMPLE OF DEATH. 

There a thick Grove of aged Cyprefs Trees, 
Which none without an awful Horror fees, 
Into its withcr'd Arms, depriv'd of Leaves, 
Whole Flocks of ill-prefaging Birds receives. 
Poifons are all the Plants that Soil will bear, 
And Winter is the only Seafon there. 
Millions of Graves o'erfprcad the fpacious Field, 
And Springs of Blood a thoufand Rivers yield ; 
Whofe Streams, opprefs'd with Carcaflcs and Bones, 
Inftead of gentle Murmurs, pour forth Groans. 

Within this Vale a famous Temple ftands, 
Old as the World itfclf, which it commands 5 

Round is its Figure 5 and four Iron Gates . 
Divide Mankind, by Order of the Fates. 
Thither in Crouds come to one common Grave 
The Young, the Old, the Monarch, and the Slave* 
Old Age and Pains, thofe Evils Man deplores, 
Arc rigid Keepers of th* eternal Doors j 
All clad in mournful Blacks, which fadly load 
The facred Walls of this obfeure Abode : 

% And 



THE TEMPLE OF D'EATH; 5 

And Tapers, of a pitchy Subftancc made, 

With Clouds of Smoke increafe the difinal Shade. 

A Monfter void of Reafon and of Sight, 
The Goddefs is, who fways this Realm of Night : 
Her Pow r extends o'er all things that have Breath, 

A cruel Tyrant, and her Name is 'Death. 

» 

The faireft Objed of our wond 'ring Eyes 
Was newly offer d up her Sacrifice 5 
Th' adjoining Places where the Altar flood, 
Yet bluflung with the fair Almeri a's Blood. 
When griev'd Orontes whofc unhappy Flame 
Is known to all who e'er convcrfe with Fame, 
His Mind poflfefs'd by Fury and Defpair, 
Within the facred Temple made this Prayer : 
Great Deity ! Who in thy Hands do'ft bear 
That Iron Scepter which poor Mortals fear j 
Who wanting Eyes thy felf, refpe&cft hone, 
And neither fpar'ft the Laurel, nor the Crown ! 
thou, whom all Mankind in vain withftand, 
Each of whofc Blood muft one day ftain thy Hand ! 

B 3 O 
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6 THE TEMPLE OF DEATH. 

O thou, who ev'ry Eye that fees the Light, 
Clofeft For ever in the Shades of Night ! 
Goddefs attend, and hearken to my Grief, 
To which thy Pow'r alone can give Relief. 
Alas, I ask not to defer my Fate, 
But wifh my haplcfs Life a fhorter Date, 
And that the Earth would in its Bowels hide 
A Wretch, whom Heav'n invades on ev ry fide : 
That from the Sight of Day I could remove, 
And might have nothing left me but my Love* 

Thou only Comforter of Minds opprefs'd j 
The Port where weary'd Spirits are at reft $ 
•Condu&or to Efyjium, take my Life 5 
My Brcaft I offer to thy facred Knife : 
So juft a Grace refufe not, nor defpifc 
A willing, tho' a worthlefs Sacrifice. 
Others, (their frail and mortal State forgot) 
Before thy Altars are not to be brought 
Without Conftrainti the Noife of dying Rage, 
Heaps of the (lain of cv'ry Sex and Age, 

The 



THE TEMPLE OF DEATH. i 

The Blade all recking in the Gore it fhed, 
With fever'd Heads and Arms confus'dly fpread j 
The rapid Flames of a perpetual Fire, 
The Groans of Wretches ready to expire : 

This Tragick Scene in Terror makes them live,^ 
Till that isfore'd, which they fhpuld freely give * 
Yielding unwillingly what Heav'n will have, 
Their Fears eclipfe the Glory of their Grave : 
Before thy Face they make indecent Moan, 
And feel a hundred Deaths in fearing one $ 
Thy Flame becomes unhallow'd in their Breaft, 
And he a Murderer who was a Prieft. 
But againft me thy ftrongeft Forces call, 
And on my Head let all the Tempcft fall ; 
No mean Retreat fliall any Wtaknefs fhow, 
But calmly I'll expeft the iatal Blow j 
My Limbs not trembling, in my Mind no Fear, 
Flaintsin my Mouth, nor in my Eyes a Tear. 
Think not that Time, our wonted fure Relief, 
That univerfal Cure for ev'ry Grief, 

B 4 Whofc 



i THE TEMPLE OF DEATH. 

Whofc Aid fo many Lovers oft have found, 

» ... 

With like Succcfs can ever heal my Wound : 
Too weak the Pow'r of Nature, or of Art,- . 
Nothing but Death can eafe a broken Heart. 
And that thou may'ft behold my helple(s State, 
Learn the extremeft Rigour of my Fate. 

Amidft th* innumerable beauteous Train, 
Faris, * the Queen of Cities, docs contain, ' 
(The faireft Town, the largcft, and the beft,) ' 

The fair Almeria fhin'd above the reft. 
From her bright Eyes to feel a hopclefs Flame, 
Was of our Youth the moft ambitious Aim ; 
Her Chains were Marks of Honour to the Brave, 
She made a Prince whene'er fhe made a Slave. 
Love, under whofe tyrannick Pow'r I groan, 
Shcvrtl me this-Bcauty e'er 'twas fully blown j 
Her tim'rous Charms, and her unpra&is'd Look, 
Their firft AflTurance from my Conqueft took ; 
By wounding me fhe leara'd the fatal Art, 
And the firft Sigh fhe had was from my Heart ; . 

My 



THE TEMPLE OE DEATH. , 

My Eyes with Tears moift'ning her fhowy Arms, 
Render d the Tribute owing to her Charms. 
But, a* I fooneft of all mortals paid 
My Vows, and to her Beauty Altars made 5 
So, among all thofe Slaves that iigh'd in vain, 
Shethought me only worthy of my Chain. 
Love's heavy Burden my fubmiflive Heart 
Endured not long, before (he bore her part ; 
My violent Flame melted her frozen Breaft, 
And in foft Sighs her Pity (he exprefs'd 5 
Her gentle Voice allay'd my raging Pains, 
And her fair Hands fuftain'd me in my Chains : 

Ev'n Tears of Pity waited on my Moan, 

And tender Looks were caft on me alone. 

My Hopes and Dangers were left mine than hers, 

Thofe fill'd her Soul with Joys, and thefe with 

Fears: 
Our Hearts united had the fame Defires, 
And both alike burnd with impatient Fires. 

Too 



jo THE TEMPLE OF DEATH. 

Too faithful Memory ! I give thee leave 
Thy wretched Matter kindly to deceive $ • 
Oh, make me not Poffeffor of her Charms, 
Let me not find her languifh in my Arms ; 
Paftjoys arc now my Fancy's mournful Themes $ 
Make all my happy Nights appear but Dreams : 
Let not fuchBlifs before my Eyes be brought; 
O hidethofe Scenes from my tormenting Thought; 
And in their place difdainful Beauty (how i 
If thou would'ft not be cruel, make her fo c 
And, fomething to abate my deep Defpair, 

let her feem lefs gentle, or lefs fair. 
But I in vain flatter my wounded Mind, 
Never was Nymph fo lovely, or fo kind : 
No cold Repulfes my Defires fupprefe'd, 

1 fcldom figh'd but on Almeri as Breaft : 
Of all the Paffions which Mankind deftroy, 
I only felt Excefs of Love and Joy : 
Unnumbered Pleafures charm'd my Senfe, and they 
Were, as my Love, without the lcaft Allay. 

As 



THE TEMPLE OF DEATH. n 

As pare, alas! but not fo fure to laft, 
For, like a pleating Dream, they all are pail. 
FromHeav'n herBeauties like fierce Lightnings came, 
Which break throughDarknefs witha gloriousFlamcj 
A while they fhinc, a while our Minds amaze, 
Oar wond'ring Eyes are dazled with the Blaze j 
But Thunder follows, whofe refiftlefs Rage 
None can withftand, and nothing can afluage j 
And all that Light which thofe bright Flafhes gave. 
Serves only to condud its to our Grave* 

When I had juft begun Love's Joys to tafte, 
(Thofc full Rewards for Fears and Dangers paft) 
A Fever feiz'd her, and to nothing brought 
The richeft Work that ever Nature wrought. 
All things below, alas, uncertain ftand i 
The firmeft Rocks are fix'd upon the Sand : 
Under this Law both Kings and Kingdoms bend, 
And no Beginning is without an End. 
A Sacrifice to Time, Fate doomsus all, 

And at the Tyrant's Feet we daily fall : 

Time, 



li THE TEMPLE OF DEATH. 

Time, whofc bold Hand will bring alike to Duft 
Mankind, and Temples too in which they truft. 

Her wafted Spirits now begin to faint, 
Yet Patience ties her Tongue from all Complaint, 
And in her Heart as in a Fort remains $ 
But yields at laft to her refiftlefi Pains. 
Thus while the Fever, am'rous of his Prey, 
Through all her Veins makes his delightful Way, 
Her Fate's like Semele's, the Flames deftroy 
That Beauty they too eagerly enjoy. 
Her charming Face is in its Spring decay'd, 
Pale grow the Rofes, and the Lillies fade ; 
Her Skin has loft that Luftre which furpafs'd 
The Sun's, and well deferv'd as long to laft : 
Her Eyes, which us'd to pierce the hardeft Hearts, 
Are now difarm'd of all their Flames and Darts 5 
Thofe Stars now heavily and flowly move $ 
And Sicknefs triumphs in the Throne of Love. 
The Fever ev'ry Moment more prevails, 
Its Rage her Body feels, and Tongue bewails : 

She, 
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» 

She, whofe Difdain fo many Lovers prove, 
Sighs now for Torment, as they figh for Love, 
And with loud Cries, which rend the neighboring Air, 
Wounds my fad Heart, and wakens my Dcfpair. 
Both Men and Gods I charge now with my Lofs, 
And, wild with Grief, my Thoughts each other crofsj 
My Heart and Tongue labour in both Extremes, 
This fends up humble Prayers, while that blafphemes: 
I ask their Help, whofe Malice I defy, 
And mingle Sacrilege with Piety. 
But that which muft yet more perplex my Mind, 
To love her truly, I muft feem unkind : 
So unconcerned a Face my Sorrow wears, 
I muft reftrain unruly Floods of Tears. 
My Eyes and Tongue put on diffembling Forms, 
I fhew a Calhmefs in the midft of Storms ; 
I feem to hope when all my Hopes are gone, 
And almoft dead with Grief, difcovcr none. 
But who can long deceive a loving Eye, 
Or with dry Eyes behold his Miftreft die ? 

When 
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When Paffionhad with all its Terrors brought 
Th' approaching Danger nearer to my Thought, 
Off on a fudden fell the forc'd Difguife, 
And fhew'd a iighing Heart in weeping Eyes : 
JMy Apprehenfions now no more confin'd, 
Expos'd my Sorrows and betray'd my Mind. 
The Fair affii&cd foon perceives my Tears, 
Explains my Sighs, and thence concludes my Fears : 
With fad Prcfages of her hopelefi Cafe, 

She reads her Fate in my deje&cd Face $ 

Then feels my Torment, and negle&s her own, 

While I am feniible of hers alone i 

Each does the other's Burthen kindly bear, 

I fear her Death, and fhe bewails my Fear : 

Tfro' thus we fuffer under Fortune's Darts, 

*Tis only thofe of Love which reach our Hearts. 

Mean while the Fever mocks at all our Fears, 

Grows by our Sighs, and rages at our Tears : 

Thofe vain EfFeds of our as vain Defirc, 

Like Wind and Oil increafe the fatal Fire. 

i Almeria 
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Almeri a then, feeling the Deftinies 
About to (hut her Lips and clofe her Eyes ; 
Weeping, in mine fix'd her fair trembling Hand, 
And with thefe Words I fcarce could undcrftand, 
Her Paffion in a dying Voice exprefs'd ; 

Half, and her Sighs alas ! made out the reft. 

Tispaft* thisPang Nature gives o'er the Strife; 

Thoumuft thy Miftrefs lofe, and I my Life. 
I die 5 but dying thine, the Fates may prove 
Their Conqueft over me, but not my Love ; 
Thy Memory, my Glory, and my Pain, 
In fpight of Death itfelf (hall ftill remain. 
Deareft Orontes, my hard Fate denies 
ThatHope is the laft thing which in us dies : 
from my grieved Breaft all thofe foft Thotights are fled, 
And Love furvives it, tho* my Hope is dead j 
I yield my Life, but keep my Paffion yet, 
And can all Thoughts but of Orontes quit ; 
% Flame increafes as my Strength decays $ 
Death, which puts out the Light, the Heat will raife : 

Thu 
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That ftill remains, tha' I from hence remove $ 
I lofe my Lover, but I keep my Love. 

The Sigh which fent forth that laft tender Word, 
Up tow'rds the Heav'ns like a bright Meteor foar'd > 
And the kind Nymph, not yet bereft of Charms, 
Fell cold and breathlefs in her Lover's Arms. 

Goddefs, who now my Fate haft underftood, 
Spare but my Tears, and freely take my Blood : 

■ 

Here let me end the Story of my Cares, 
My difmal Grief enough the reft declares* 
Judge thou by all this Mifery difplay'd, 
Whether I ought not to implore thy Aid : 
Thus to furvive, Reproaches on me draws, 

Never fad Wifhcs had fo juft a Caufe. 

* 

Come then, my only Hope j in ev'ry place 
Thou vifiteft, Men tremble at thy Face, 
And fear thy Name : Once let thy fatal Hand 
Fall on a Swain that does the Blow demand. 
Vouchfafe thy Dart 5 I need not one of thofe, 
With which thou do'ft unwilling Kings depofe : 
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A welcome Death the flighted Wound can bring, 

< • 

And free a Soul already on her Wing, 
Without thy Aid, moft miferable I 
Muft ever wilb, yet not obtain to die. 



- v - 



Vol. I. C ODE 



ODE« LOVE. 

E T others Songs ot Satires 
write, 
Provok'd by Vanity or 

Spite ; 
My Mufc a nobler Caufc 
ihall move, 
To found aloud the Praifc of Love: 

That 
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That gentle, yet refiftlefs Heat* 
Which raifes Man to all things good and great : 
: - While other Pailions of the Mind 
To low Brutality debafe Mankind, 
By Love we are above our felves rcfin d; 
Oh Love, thou Trance Divine ! in which the Soul, 
Unclogg'd with worldly Cares, may range without 

Controuh 
And foaring to herHeav'n, from thence infpir'd can 

teach 
High Myfteries, above poor Reafon's feeble Reach; 

n. 

To weak old KgtTrudence fomeAid may prove n 
And curb thofe Appetites that faintly moVe 5 | 

But wild, impetuous Youth is tam'd by nothing Jefs 
than Love. J 

Of Men too rough for Peace, too rude for Arts, 
Love's Power can penetrate the hardeft Hearts j 

C a And 
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And through the clofeft Pores a Paffage find> 
Like that of Light, to fhine all o'er the Mind. 
The Want of Love docs both Extremes produce * 
Maids are too nice, arid Men as much too loofc $ 
While equal Good an am'rous Couple find, 
She makes him conftant, and he makes her kind. 
New Charms in vain a Lover's Faith would prove j 
Hermits or Bed-rid Men they'll fooncr move : 
The fair Inveigler will but fadly find, 
There's no fuch Eunuch as a Man in Love* 
But when by his chafte Nymph embraced, 
(For Love makes all Embraces chafte) 
Then the tranfported Creature can 
Do Wonders, and is more than Man. 
Both Heav'n and Earth would our Defires confine $ 
But yet in vain both Heav'n and Earth combine, 
Unlefs where Love bleflesthe great Defign. 
Hymen makes faft the Hand, but Love the Heart j 
He the Fool's God, thou Nature's Hymen art j 

a Whofc 
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Whofe Laws once broke, we are not held by force, 
But the falfe Breach itfelf is a Divorce. 

HI. 

for Love the Mifer will his Gold defpife, 
The Falfe grow Faithful, and the Foolifh Wife j 
Cautious the Young, and complaifant the Old, 
The Cruel Gentle, and the Coward Bold. 

Thou glorious Sun within our Souls, 

Whofe Influence fo much controuls j 

Even dull and heavy Lumps of Love, 

Quickend by thee, more lively move, 
And if their Heads but any Subftance hold, 
love ripens all that Drofs into the pureft Gold. 

In Hcav'ns great Work thy Part is fuch, 
That Mafter-like thou giv'ft the laft great Touch, 

To Heavn' s own Mafter-piece of Mans 
Andfinifheft what Nature but began ; 
Thy happy Stroke can into Softnefc bring 

Rtafah that rough and wrangling thing. 

C 3 From 
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From Childhood upwards we decay, 
And grow but greater Children ev'ry Day : 
So Reafon how can wc be faid to rife ? 
So many Cares attend the being wife, 
'Tis rather falling down a Precipice. 

From Senfe to Reafon unimprov'd we ipovc s 
We only then advance, when Reafon turns to Love. 

IV. 
Thou reigneft o'er our earthly Gods \ 
Uncrown'd- by thee their other Crowns are Loads 5 
One Beauty's Smile their meancft Courtier brings 

Rather to pity than to envy Kings ; 

His Fellpw Slaves he takes them now to be, 

Favour'd by Love perhaps much lefs than he* 

For Love, the tim'rous bafhful Maid 
Of nothing but denying is afraid j 

For Love fhe overcomes her Shame, . 
Forfakes her Fortune, and forgets her Fame > 
Yet if but with a conftant Lover bleft, . 
Thanks Heav n for that, and never minds the reft. 

V. Love 
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V. 

Love is the Salt of Life j a higher Tafte 
It gives to Pleafure, and then makes it laft. 
Thofe flighted Favours which cold Nymphs difpenfe 

Mere common Counters of the Seijfc, 
Defe&ive both in Mettle and in Meafurc, 

m 

A Lover's Fancy coins into a Trcafurc. 

How vaft the Subjctt ! What a boundlefs Store 

Qf bright Ideas, fhining all before 

The Mufes Sight, forbids me to give o'er ! 

But the kind God incites us various Ways, 

And now I find him all my Ardour raife, 

His Precepts to perform, as well as praife. 



•\ .■ 



£ + ELEGY 
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ELEGY 



TO THt 



Duchefs of R 



HT 1 H O U lovely Slave to a rude Husband's Will, 
-** By Nature us'd fo well, by him fo ill ! 
tor all that Grief we fee your Mind endure, 
Your Glafs prefents you with a plcafing Cure j 
Thofc Maids you envy for their happier State, 
To have your Form, would gladly have your Fate j 
And of like Slavery each Wife complains, 
Without fuch Beauty's Help to bear her Chains, 
Husbands like Him we every where may fee, 
But wljerc can wc behold a Wife like Thee? 
While to a Tyrant" you by Fate are ty'd, 

By Love you tyrannize o'er all befide ; 

'ThoCc 
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ThofcEycs; tho' weeping, can no Pity move* 
Worthy our Grief ! More worthy of our Love! 
You whilefo f^ir (do Fortune what (he pleafe) 
Can be no more in Pain, than ve atEafe:, 
Unlefs unfatisficd with all our Vows, 

Your vain Ambition fo unbounded grows, 
That you repine a Husband (hould efcapc 
Th' united Force of fuch a Face and Shape. 
Iffo, alas, for all thofe charming Pow'rs, 
Your cafe is juft as defperate as ours. 
Expcd that Birds (hould only fing to you, 
And, as you walk, that every Tree (hould bow j 
Expcft thofe Statues as you pafs (hould burn ; 
And that with Wonder Men (hould Statues turn j 
Such Beauty is enough to give things Life, 
But not to make a Husband love his Wife : 
A Husband, worfc than Statues, or than Trees j 
Colder than thofe, lefs fenfible than thefe. 
Then from fo dull a Care your Thoughts remove, 
And wafte not Sighs you only owe to Love. 

Tis 



26 SONGS AND VERSES, 

'Tis pity, Sighs from fuch a Brcaft Ihould part, 
Unlcfs to cafe fbmc doubtful Lover's Heart j 
Who dies becaufe he muft too juftly prize 
What yet the dull PofTeflbr does defpifc. 
Thus precious Jewels among Indians grow, 
Who, nor their Ufe, nor wondrous Value know ; 
But we for thofc bright Treafures tempt the Main, 
And hazard Life for what the Fools difdain. 



\d 
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A LETTER from Sea. 

FAircft, if Time and Abfencc can incline 
Your Heart to wand ring Thoughts no more 
than mine; 
Thenfhall my Hand, as changelcfs as my Mind, 
From your glad Eyes a kindly Welcome find \ 
Then, while this Note my Conftancy affures, 
You 11 be almoft as pleas'd, as I with yours. 
Andtruftme, when I feel that kind Relief, 
Abfence itfelf a while fufpends its Grief ; 
So may it do with you, but ftraight return > 
For, it were cruel not fometimes to mourn 
His Fate, who this long time he keeps away, 

Mourns all the Night, and fighs out all the Day -, 

T Grieving 
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Grieving yet more, when hcrcflefts that you 
Muft not be happy, or muft not be true. 
But fince to me it feems a blacker Fate 
To be inconftant, than unfortunate % 
Remember all thofe Vows between us paft f 
When I from all I value parted laft ; 
May you alike with kind Impatience burn, 
And fpmething mifs, till I with Joy return 5 
And foon may pitying Heav'n that Blefling give, 
As in the hopes of that alone I live. 



Love's 
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Laves Slavery. 



/^IRAVE Fops my Envy now beget, 
^-* Who did my Pity move * 
They by the right of wanting Wit, 
Are free from Cares of Love. 



Turks honour Fools, becaufe they arc 

By that Defeft fecure 
From Slavery and Toils of War, 

Which all the reft endure. 



So I, who fuffer cold Neglett 
And Wounds from Celiacs Eyes, 

Begin extremely to refped 
Thcfc Fools that feem fo wife. 



. * ^ » 



Ti$ 






*o SONGS AND VERSES, 

Tis true they fondly fct their Hearts 

On things of no Delight 5 
To pafs all Day for Men of Parts, 

They pais alone the Night : 



But Celia never breaks their Reft 5 
Sueh Servants the difdains ; 

And fo the Fops are dully bleft, 
While I endure her Chains. 



The 
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The DREAM. 

T% E AD Y to throw mc at the Feet 
^^ Of that fair Nymph whom I adore. 
Impatient thofe Delights to meet, 
Which I enjoy 'd the Night before* 

By her wonted fcornful Brow, 

Soon the fond Miftake I find ; 
Ixion mourn'd his Error fo, 

When Juno's Form the Cloud refign'd. 

Sleep, to make its Charms more priz'd 
Than waking Joys, which moft prevail, 

Had cunningly itfclf difguis'd 
In a Shape that could not fail. 

There my Celia's fnowy Arms, 

Breafts, and other Parts more dear, 

Expoilng new and unknown Charms, 

To my tranfported Soul appear. 

Then 
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Then you fo much Kindnefs (how, 

My Defpair deluded flics* 
And indulgent Dreams bcftow 

What your Cruelty denies. 

• • • . 

* V • • • 

Bluih not that your Image, Love 

Naked to my Fancy brought j , n, 

Tis hard, methinks, to difapprove 

The Joys I feel without your fault. 

Wonder not a fancy'd Blifs 

Can fuch Griefs as mine remove ; 
That Honour as fantaftick is, 

Which makes you (light fuch conftant Love. 

The Virtue which you value fo, 

Is but a Fancy frail and vain s 
Nothing is folid here below, 

Except my Love, and your Difdain. 



*-».•/ 



To 
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To One ivho accufed him of being 
ioofenfual in his Love. 

r | ^HINK not, my Fair* 'tis Sin or Shamej 
-** To blcfs the Man who fo adores ; 
Nor give fohard, unjuft a Name, 

To all thofe Favours he implores. 
Beauty is Heav'ns moft bounteous Gift efteem'd, 
Becaufe by Love Men are from Vice redeem' d. 



Yet wilh not vainly for a Love 

From all the Force of Nature clear / 
That is referv'd for thofe above, 

And 'tis a Fault to claim it here. 

^' 

For fenfual Joys ye fcorn that we fhould love ye 5 , 

-» . 
But Love without *em is as much above yc« 

Vol. I. D The 
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The WARNING. 

* 

OVERS, who wafte your Thoughts and Youth 
In Paffion's fond Extremes $ 
Who dream of Women's Love and Truth, 
And doat upon your Dreams : 




I fhould not here your Fancy take 
From fuch a pleafing State, 

Were you not furc at laft to wake, 
And find your Fault too late. 



Then learn betimes, the Love which crowns 
Our Cares, is all but Wiles 5 

Compos'd of folfe fantaftick Frowns, 
And foft diflembling Smiles $ 

3 With 
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With Anger, which fometimes they feign, 

They cruel Tyrants prove * 
And then turn Flatterers again, 

With as affe&ed Love. 



As if fbme Injury were meant 

To fchofc they kindly us'd, 
Thofe JLovers are the raoft content, 

That have been ftill refiisU 



Since each has in his Bofom nurft 
A falfc, and fawning Foes 

!Tisjuft, and wife, by (biking fir 
To Tea pc the fatal Blow. 



Di T§ 
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To Amoretta. 



T T T H E N I held out againft your Eyes, 

* * You took the fiireft Courfe 
A Heart unwary to furprize, 
You ne'er could take by force* 



However, tho'Iftrive no mort, 
The Fort will now be priz'd 5 

Which, if furrendcr'd up before* 
Perhaps had been defpis'd. 



1. r : ?» 



But gentle Amoretta, tho' 

I cannot Love refift, 
Think not, when you have caught me fd, 

To ufe me as you lift. 

Incorv^ 
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Jnconfi^ncy, or Coldnefs will 
My foolifh Heart reclaim, 

Then I come ofF with Honour ftill, 
But you, alas ! with Shame. 

A Heart by Kindnefs only gain'd, 

Will a dear Conqueft prove j 
find, to be kept, muft be maintain d 

At vaft Expence of Love. 






D 3 The 
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The VENTUR E, 

OH, how I languifh ! What a ftrangc 
Unruly fierce Defire! 
My Spirits feci fome wondrous Change, 
My Heart is all on fire. 



Now, all ye wifer Thoughts, away, 
In vain your Tale ye tell 

Of patient Hopes and dull Belay, 
JLove's foppifh Part, farewel. 



Suppofe one Week's Delay would give 

All that my Wifhes move ; 
Oh, who fo long a time can live/ 

Stretch'd on the Rafck of love ? 



«cr 
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Her Soul perhaps is too fublime, 

Jr&xnRe > ll!ICfl ll&VliA rC2tfy 

Difcretion, Prudence, all is Crime, 
If once condemn d by her. 



When Honour does the Soldier call 
To fotti'euncquat Fight, 

Refold tf toxonquer or to fall, 
Before his Gen'raTs Sight 5 



Advanc'd the happy Hero lives ; 

Or if ill Fate denies, 
The noble Rafhnefs Heav'n forgives, 

And glorioufly he dies* 



D 4 . Incon* 
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Inconfiancy Excufed. 

SONG, 



T Muftconfcfsl am untrue 
-** To Gloriana's Eyes 5 
But he that's fmil'd upon by you, 
Mu(t all the World defpife. 



In Winter, Fires of little Worth 

Excite our dull Defirc 5 
But when the Sun breaks kindly forth 

Thofe fainter Flames expire. 



? 



Then 
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Then blame me not for flighting now 

What I did once adore ; 
Q, do but this one Change allow, 

And I can change no more : 



Fixt by your never^failing Charms, 

Till I with Age decay, 
Till languifhing within your Arms, 

I figh my Soul away. 



• •ii 



WW— — — — ■ — — ■«—■ m**—m i !■ ii i i i -I | > 



SONG. 



"?►»*<* ^f. 



4* SONGS AN£> VEfcSES. 



/. 



Y ■ ■ ■ ■ 1 ■< Ml 1^— ^^^ 



SONG. 

/AH conceal that charming Creature 
^■^ From my wondring, wifhingEyes! 
Every Motion, every Feature 

Does fome ravilh'd Heart furprize j 
But oh, I fighing, fighing, fee 
The happy Swain ! file ne'er can be 
FaMctohim, or kind to me. 



Yet, if I could humbly fliow her, 
Ah! how wretched I remain $ 

Tis not, fure, a thing below her, 
Still to pity fo much Pain > 



The 



f - 
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the Gods Tome Pleafure, Pleafure take, 

Happy as Aernfelves to make 

% 
Thofc who luffer fox their lake. 



Since your Hanit alone was givTa 
To a Wretch not worth your Care j 

Like fomc Angel fent from Heaven, 
Come and raifc me from Despair ! 

Your Heart I cannot, anaatuiifs. 

And I defire no other BH&i 

Let all the World befvdes be His. 



|MMWH««M^ 
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DESPAIR. 

i 

A LLhopelef&f Relief, 
**- ■*• Incapable of Reft, 
In vain I ftrive to vent a Grief 
That's not to be cxpreft. 



This Rage within my Veins 

No Reafon can remove ; 
Of all the Mind's moft cruel Pains, 

The (harpeft fure is Love. 



Yet while I languifh fo, 

And on thee v ainly call * 
Take heed, fair Caufe of all my Woe, 

What Fate may thee befall. 



Uneratcful, 
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Ungrateful, cruel Faults 
Suit not thy gentle Sex * 

Hereafter, how will guilty Thoughts 
Thy tender Confcience vex ! 



Struck with that confeious Blow, 
Thy very Soul will ftart j 

Pale as my Shadow thou wilt grow, 
And cold as is thy Heart. 



J 



i > 



When welcome Death fhall bring. 

Relief to wretched me, , 

My Soul enlarg'd, and once on wing* * 

In hafte will fly to thee- * • • ; > 

When in thy lonely Bed, 

My Ghoft its Moan (hall make, 
With faddeft Signs that lam dead, 

And dead for thy dear fake. 



Too 
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Too late Remorfe will then 

Untimely Pity (how, 
To him, who of all mortal Men 

Did moft thy Value know. 



Yet, with this broken Heart, 

I wKh thou never be 
Tormented with thethouftnd part 

Of what I feel for thee. 



«M»n«*«M*WMtfMw«MPlMP« 



On 
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On Apprehenfion of lofwg 
what he had newly gain d. 

In Imitation of. Ovid. 

QURE Iof allMcnamthefitft 
*** That ever was by Kindnefc curft, 
Who Baft my only Blifs bemoan, 
And am by Happiaefs undone. 

Had I atDiftance only feen 
That lovely Face, I might have been 
With the delightful Objc£ pkas'd, 
But not with all this Pa#ion.ft}iz'd. 

When afterwards lb acav I came, 
As to be fcorch'd in Beauty's Flame j 



To 
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To fo much Softnefs fo much Senfe, 
Rcafon itfclf made no Defence. 
♦ What pleafing Thoughts poffefs'd my Mind 
When little Favours fhew'd you kind : 
And tho' when Coldnefi oft prevail'd, 



My Heart would fink, and Spirits faiTd, 

r 

Yet willingly the Yoke I bore, 

And all your Chains as Bracelets wore : 

At your iov'd Feet all Day would lie, 

Defiring, without knowing why 3 

For, not yet bleft within your Arms, 

Who could have thought of half your Charms ) 

Charms of fuch a wondrous kind, 

Words wc cannot, muft not find, 

A Body worthy of your Mind ; 

Fancy could ne'er fo high refleft, 

Nor Love itfelf fuch Joys expeft. 

Aft«:r fuch Embraces paft, 
Whof t Memory will ever laft, 



Lov< 
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Love is (till reflecting back, 
All my Soul is on a Rack : 
To be in Hell 's fufficient Cut fe, 
But to fall from Heav'n is worfc, 
I liv'd in Grief e'er this I knew, 
But then I dwelt in Darkncis too/ 
Of Gains, alas, I could not boaft, 
But little thought how much I loft. 

Now Heart-devouring Eagerncfs* 
And fharp Impatience topoffefs 5 
Now rcftlcft Cares, confuming Fires, 
Anxious Thoughts, and fierce DcfireS, 
Tear my Heart to that degree, 

Por ever fixd on only Thee, 
Then all my Comfort is, I fliall 
Live in thy Arms, or not at all. 



Vol. I. E The 
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The Reconcilement. 

SONG. 



~OME, let us now rcfolve at lift 
^"" To live and love in Quiet ; 
Pc'll tic the Knot fo very fall, 
That Time (hall ne'er untie it: 

'he trueft Joys they fcldom prove, 
Who free from Quarrels live i 

Tisthe moft tender part of Love, 
Each other to forgive. 



When 
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When leaft I feem'd concern'd, I took 
Mo Pieafure, nor no Reft $ 

And when 1 feign d an Angry Look* 
Alas, I lov'd you beft. 






Own but the fame to me, you'll find 
How blcft will be our Fate j 

Oh, to be happy, to be kind, 
Sure never is too late. 



E z SONG, 
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SONG- 

T7 1 ROM all tincafy Paflions free, 
■** Revenge, Ambition, Jcaloufy, 
Contented I had been too bleft, 
If Love and you had let me reftv 
Yet that*dull Life I now defpifc 5 
Safe from your Eyes, 

I fear'd no Griefs, but then I found no Joys. 

Amidft a thoufand kind Dcfires, 

Which Beauty moves, and Love infpires j 

Sucfi Pangs I feel of tender Fear, 

No Heart fo foft as mine can bear, 

* 
Yet I'll defy the worft of Harms, 

Such are your Charms, 
' *ris worth a Life to die within your Arms. 



To 
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To a Coquet Beauty. 

T7*RO M Wars and Plagues come no fuch Harms, 

-*- As from a Nymph fo full of Charms 3 

So much Sweetnefs in her Face, 

In her Motions fuch a Grace, 

In her kind inviting Eyes 

Such a foft Enchantment lies 5 

That we pleafe our felves too foon, 

And are with empty Hopes undone, * 

After all her Softnefs, we 
Are but Slaves, while (he is free 5 
Free, alas, from all Deftre, 
Except to fet the World on fire. 

Thou, fair Diffcmbler, doft but thus 
Deceive thy fclf, as well as us. 

E 3 I.'/, 
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Like a rcftlefs Monarch, thou 
iWould'ft rather force Mankind to bow, 
And venture round the World to rbam. 
Than govern peaceably at Home. 
Buttruftme, Celia, truft me when 
Apollo's fclf infpircs my Pen 5 
One Hour of Love's Delights outweighs 
.Whole Years of univerfai Praifc 5 
And one Adorer kindly us'd, 
Gives truer Joys than Crouds refus'd. 

For what docs Youth and Beauty ferve ? 
Why more than all your Sex deferve ? 
Why fuch foft alluring Arts 
To charm our Eyes, and melt our Hearts ? 
By our Lofs you nothing gain, 
Unlefs you love, youplcafc in vain. 



Thi 
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The RELAPSE. 

T I K E Children in a ftarry Night, 
«*— ' When I beheld thofe Eyes before, 
I gaz'd with Wonder and Delight, 
Infenftble of all their Pow'r. 



I play'd about the Flame fo long, 
At laft I felt the fcorching Fire j 

My Hopes were weak, my Pafllon ftrong, 
And I lay dying with Defue j 



By all the Helps of humane Art, 

J juft recover'd fo much Senfe, 
As to avoid, with heavy Heart, 

The fair, but fatal Influence. 

£ 4 But, 
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But, fincc you ftiine away Dcfpair, 
And now my Sighs no longer fhun, 

No Terjian in his zealous Prayer 
So much adores the riling Sun. 



If once again my Vowsdifpleafe, 
There never was Co loft a Lover 5 

In Love, that languifhing Difeafe, 
A fad Relapfe we ne'er recover. 



• 1 « 



• a 
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The RECOVERY. 



'C ' » 



Q* Ighing and languifhing I lay, 
^ A Stranger grown to all Delight, 
Palling with tedious Thoughts the Day, 

And with unquiet Dreams the Night. 



lor your dear fake, my only Care 
Was how my fatal Love to hide s 

For ever drooping with Defpair, 
Negle&ing all the World befide : 



Till, likefome Angel from above, 
Cornelia came to my Relief ; 

And then I found the Joys of Love 
Can make amends for all the Grk 



y 



$i SONGS AND VERSES, 

Thofe plcaftng Hopes I now purfue, 
Might fail, if you could prove unjuft j 

But Promifes from Hcav'n and you, 
Who isfo impious to miftruft I 



Here all my Doubts and Troubles end j 
One tender Word my Soul afiiires j 

Nor am I vain, itnee I depend 
Not on my own Defert, but yours* 



mfmmm^mmmm wmmm »^-v—— w-« «MM^n^ 
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^CONVERT. 

D Ejected as tnte Converts die, 
But yet with feryent Thoughts inflam'd, 

So, raircft! at your Feet I lip, 

Of all my Sex's Faults afhamU. 



Too long, alas, have I abus'd 
Love's innocent and iacred Flame, 

And that divineftPow'r haveus'd 
To laugh at, as an idle Name. 

But fince fo freely I confefs 

A Crime which may your Scorn produce, 
Allow me now to make it lefs 

By any juft and fair Excufe. 



I 
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I then did vulgar Joys purfuc 5 

Variety was all my Blifs 5 
But ignorant of Love and You, 

How could I chufe but do amifs ? 



■r * r ' S 



* 



If ever now my wandringEyes 
Seek out Amufements as before, 

If e'er I look, but to defpife 

Such Charms, and value yours the more 5 



May fad Rcmorfc, and guilty Shame 

<* 
Revenge your Wrongs on faithlefs me * 

And, what I tremble ev-n to name, 

May 1 lofc all in lofing thec. 



The 
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Mb 



Tie PICTURE. 
In Imitation of Anacreon. 



THOU Flatterer of all the Fair/ 
Come with all your Skill ancl Care 5 
Draw me fuch a Shape, and Face, 
As your Flattery would difgrace. 
Wifhnot that flie would appear 5 
'Tis well for you (he is not here i 
Scarce can you with fafety fee 
All her Charms defcrib'd by me : 
I alas the Danger know ! 
I alas have felt the Blow ! 
Mourn, as loft, my former Days, 

That never fung of Celia's Praifc * 

And 
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And thofc few that arc behind 
I (hall bleft or wretched find, 

Only juft as flic Is kind. 

With her tempting Eyes begin, 

Eyes that would draw Angels in 

To a fecond, fweeter Sin. 

Oh, thofc wanton rowling Eyes ! 

At each Glance a Lover dies : 

Make them bright, yet make them willing! 

Let them look both kind and killing. 

Next, draw her Forehead; then her Nofe> 
And Lips juft opening, thatdifclofc 
Teeth fo white, and Breath fo fwect, 
So much Beauty, fo much Wit, 
To our very Soul they ftrike, 
All our Senfesplcas'd alike. 

But fo pure a White and Red, 
Never, never, canbefaid: 
What arc Words in fuch a cafe ? 
What is Paint to fuch a Face ^ 



How 
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How (hould either Art avail us ? 
Fancy here itfelf muft fail us ? 

la her Looks, and in her Mien, 
Soch a graceful Air is fccn> 
That if you, with 411 your Art, 
Can but reach the fmalleft part j 
Next to her, the matchlefs She, 
We fhatt wonder iiioff at Thee. 

Then her Neck, and Breads, and Hair, 
And her — but my charming fair 
Does in a thoufand things excel, 
Which I muft not, dare not tell. 

How go on then i Oh, I fee 
A lovely Venus drawn by thee j 
Oh how fair (he doss appear ! 
Touch it only here and there, 
Make her yet feem more divine, 
Your Venus then may look like mine, 
Whofe bright Form, if once you faw, 
You by her would Venus draw. 



On 
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0»Don Kionto's being kitfd in 
Portugal upon Account of the 
Infanta, in the Tear 1683. 

» 

TN fuchaCaufc no Mufe fliould fail 
-*• To bear a mournful Part} 



**▼*• 



Tis juft and noble to bewail 
The Fate of fall'n Defert. 



In vain ambitious Hopes defign'd 
To make his Soul afpire, 

If Love and Beauty had not join'd 
To raife a brighter fire. 



Amidft 
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Amidft fo many dangerous Foes 
How weak the wifeft prove ! 

RcafSn itfelTwould fcarce oppofc, 
And feems agreed with Love* 



If from the glorious Height he falls, 

He greatly daring dies 5 
Or mounting where bright Beauty calls. 

An Empire is the Prize* 



+*n 
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The SURPRIZE. 



SAfcly perhaps dull Crowds admire $ 
But I, alas, am all on fire. 

Like him who thought in Childhood paft 
That dire Difeafe which kill'd at laft, 
I durft have fworn I lov'd before, 
And fancy 'd all, the danger o'er 5 
Had felt the Pangs of jealous Pain, 
And born the Blafts of cold Difdain $ 
Then reap'd at length the mighty Gains, 
That full Reward of all our Pains ! 

But what was all fuch Grief or Joy, 
That did my hcedlefs Years employ i 
Mere Dreams of feign'd fantaftick Pow'rs, 
But the Difeafe of idle Hours ; 



Araufement, 
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Amufement, Humour, Affe&ation, 

■ 

Compar'dwith this fublimer Paffion, 
Whofe Raptures, bright as thofe above, 
Outfhine the Flames of Zeal, or Love. 

Yet think not, Faircft, what I fing, 
Can from a Love Platonick fpring * 
That formal Softncfs (falfe and vain) 
Not of the Heart, but of the Brain. x 
Thou art indeed above all Nature > 
But I, a wretched human Creature, 
Wanting thy gentle, gen'rous Aid, 
Of Husband, Rivals, Friends afraid ! 
Amidft all this Seraphic Fire, 
Am almoft dying with Defire, 
With eager Wifhes, ardent Thoughts, 
Prone to commit Love's wildeft Faults ! 
And (as we are on Sundays told 
The lufty Patriarch did of old) 
Would force a Bleffing from thofe Charms, 
And grafp an Angel in my Arms. 

Pa A 
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A Dialogue fung on the Stage 
between an elderly Shepherd, 
and a very young Nymph. 



Shep. T3 Right and blooming as the Spring, 
■*-* Univcrfal Love infpiring ! 
All our Swains thy Praifes fing, 
Ever gazing, and admiring. 



Nym. Praifes in fo high a Strain, 

And by fuch a Shepherd fung, 
Are enough to make me vain, 
Yet fo harmlefs and fo young. 



Shep. 
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Sbep. I fhould have defpaifd among 
Rivals that appear fo gayly : 
But your Eyes have made me young, 
By their fmiling on me dayly. 



Nym. Idle Boys admire us blindly, 

Are inconftant, wild, and bold % 
And your ufing me Co kindly, 
Is a Proof you are not old. 



Sbep. With thy pleafing Voice and Fafhion, 

With thy Humour and thy Youth, 

Chear my Soul, and crown my Paflion, 

Oh! reward my Love and Truth. 



Nym. With thy careful Arts to cover 

That which Fools will count a Fault, 

Trucft Friend as well as Lover, 
Oh ! defcrve fo kind a Thought. 

F 3 
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Each a Tart firft, and then both together a 



■ 

Happy we fliall lie poflfeffing, 
Folded in each other's Arms, 

Love and Nature's chiefeft Blefling 
In the ftill increaTmg Charms. 



So the deareftjoys of Loving, 

Which fcarce Heaven can go beyond, 

We'll be cv'ry day improving, 
Shep. You more fair, and Imore fond. 
Nyrn. I more fair, and you more fond. 



)MM*i*MM^HiVMp^Map|M«IMM*l 
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0» one who die 4 dif covering her 

Kindnefs. 

QQME yex their Souls with jealous Pain, 
**-* While ophers %h for cold Difdain: 
Love's various Slave? we daily fee > 
Vet happy all 9 compared with me. 

Of all Mankind, I lov'd the beft 
A Nymph fo faj above the reft, 
That we outftrin d the Bleft above, 
In Beauty (he, and I in Love, 



And therefore they who could not bear 
To be outdone by Mprtals heje, 



F * Amoji| 
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Among thcmfclvcs have plac'd her now, 
And left me wretched here below. 



All other Fate I could have born, 

And cv'n endur'd her very Scorn j 

Butohi thus all at once to find 

That dread Account ! both Dead, and Kind I 

What Heart can hold ) If yet I live, 

^Tis but to fhew how much I grieve. 



Qn 
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On Lucindas Jieath. 

pOME all yc doleful, difinal Cares* 
^* That ever haunted guilty Mind ! 
The Pangs of Love when it deipain, 

Andallthofe Stings the Jealous find: 
Alas, heart-breaking tho* ye be, 
Yet welcome, welcome all tome! 



Who now have loft—— but oh ! how much i 
No Language, nothing can exprefs, 

Except my Grief j for fhe was fuch, 
That Praifes would but make her le& 

Yet who can ever dare to raife 

His Voice on her, unlefs to praifc ? 



\ 
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Free 
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Free from her Sex- s fmalleft Faults, 
Ajid fair as Womankind can be 5 

Tender and warm as Lover's Thought^ 
Yet cold to all the World but me. 

Of all this nothing now remain?, 

But only Sighs and endlefs PaUs) 



7> 
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To a Lady retiring into a 



Monajfery. 



WHAT Breaft but yours can hold the double 
Fire 
Of fierce Devotion, and of fond Defire ? 

Love would ftiine forth, were not your Zeal fo bright, 

» 

Whole glaring Flames eclipfe his gentler Light : 
Le(s feems the Faith that Mountains can remove, 
Than this which triumphs over Youth and Love. 

But fhall fome threat ning Prieft divide us two i 
What worfe than that could all his Curfes do ? 
Thus with a Fright fome have refign d their Breath, 
And poorly dy'd only for fear of Death. 

Heav n fees our Paflions with Indulgence ftill, 
And they who love well, can do nothing ill. 
While to us nothing but ourfelves is dear, 
Should the World frown, yet what have weto fear i 

Fame, 



X 
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Fame, Wealth, and Pow'r, thofc high-priz'd Gifts 

of Fate, 
The low Concerns of a lefs happy State, 

Are far beneath us : Fortune's felf may take 
Her Aim at us, yet no Impreflion make ; 
Let Worldlings ask her Help, or fear her Harms j 
We can lie fafe, lock'd in each other's Arms, 
Like the bleft Saints, eternal Raptures know j 
And (light thofe Storms that vainly reft below. 

Yet this, all this you are refolv'd to quit j 
I fee my Ruin, and I muft fubmit : 
But think, O think, before you prove unkind, 
How loft a Wretch you leave forlorn behind* 

Malignant Envy, mix'd with Hate and Fear, 
Revenge for Wrongs too burdenfomc to bear, 
Ev*n Zeal itfelf, from whence all Mifchiefe fpring, 
Have never done fo barbarous a Thing. 

With fuch a Fate the Heav'ns decreed to vex 
Armida once, tho' of the fairer Sex j 

2 Ri- 
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Rin aldo (he had charm'd with fo much Art, 
Hers was his Pow'r, hisPcrfon, and his Heart } 
Honour's high Thoughts no more his Mind could 

move, 
She footh'd his Rage, and tarn d it all to L ove : 
When {height a Guft of fierce Devotion blows, 
And in a Moment all her Joys overthrows : 
The poor Armida tears her golden Hair, 
Matchlefs till now, for Love, or for Defpair. 
Who is not mov'd while the fad Nymph complains) 
Yet you now zGt what TASSobnly feigns j 
And after all our Vows, our Sighs, our Tears, 
My bantfh'd Sorrows, and your conquered Fears $ 
So many Doubts, fo many Dangers paft, 
Vifions of Zeal muft vanquifh me at laft. 

Thus, in great Homer's War, throughout the Field 
Some Hero ftill made all things mortal yield 5 
But when a God once took the vanquifh'd Side, 
The Weak jprevail'd, and the Vi&orious dy'd. 



The 
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The V I S I O N. 

Written during a Sea Voyage, 
nvhenfent to command the For* 
cesfor the Relief of Tangier. 

TTTlthin thefilent Shades of foft Rcpofe, 

* Where Fancy's boundlefi Stream for ever 
flows i 
Where the enfranchise Soul at cafe can play, 

Tir'd with the toilfome Bufinefs of the Day, 
Where Princes gladly reft their weary Heads, 
And change uncafy Thrones for downy Beds j 
Where feeming Joys delude defpairing Minds* 
And where ev'n Jealoufy fome Quiet finds ; 
There I and Sorrow for a while could part, 
Sleep clos'd my Eyes, and eas'dafighingHeart. 

But 



r 



SONGS AND VERSES. ^ 

But here too foon a wretched Lover found 
In deepeft Griefs the Sleep can ne'er be found 5 
With ftrange Surprize my troubled Fancy brings 
Odd antick Shapes of wild unheard-of things j 
Difinal and terrible they all appear, 
My Soul was (hook with an unufual Fear* 
Bat as when Viftons glad the Eyes of Saints, 
And kind Relief attends devout Complaints, 
Some beauteous Angel in bright Charms will fhine, 
And fpreads a Glory round, that's all divine j 
Juft fuch a bright arid beauteous Form appears, 
The Monfters vanifh, and with them my Fears. 
The faireft Shape was then before me brought, 
That Eyes e'er faw, or Fancy ever thought * 
How weak are Words to fhew fuch Excellence, 
Which ev*n confounds the Soul, as well as Senfe ! 
And, while our Eyes tranfporting Pleafure find, 
k ftops not here, but ftrikes the very Mind. 
Some Angel fpeak her Praife ! no human Tongue, 
But with its utmoft Art muft do her Wrong. 

i The 
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The cfaly Woman that has Pow'r to kill, 

And yet is good enough to want the Will j 
Who needs no foft alluring Words repeat : 
Nor ftudy'd Looks of languiftiing Deceit. 

Fantaftick Beauty, always in the wrong, 
Still thinks fome Pride muft to its Pow'r belong 3 
An Air affe&ed and a haughty Mien $ 
Something that feems to fay, I would be fern* 
But of all Womankind this only She 
Full of its Charms, and from its Frailty free, 
Deferves fome nobler Mufe her Fame to raife, 
By making the whole Sex befide,herPyramid ofPraife. 
She, She appeared, the Source of all my Joy sj 
The dearcft Care that all my Thought employs ; 
Gently (he look'd, as when I left her laft 5 
When firft fhe feiz'd my Heart, and held it faft 5 
When, if my Vows, alas ! were made too late, 
I faw my Doom came not from her, but Fate. 
With Pity then fhe eas'd my raging Pain, 
And her kind Eyes could fcarce from Tears refrain : 

Why 
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Why gentle Swain, faid flit, why do you grieve 

In Words I Ihould not hear, much lefs believe i 

I gaze on that which is a Pault to mind, 

And ought to fly the Danger which I find : 

Of falfe Mankind tho' you may be the beft, 

Ye all have robb'd poor Women of their Reft. 

I fee your Pain, and fee it too with Grief, 

Becaufe I would, yet muft not give Relief j 

Thus, for a Husband's fake, as well as yours, 

My fcrup'lous Soul divided Pain endures 5 

Guilty, alas, to both $ for thus I do 

Too much for him, yet not enough for you. 

Give over then, give over, haplefs Swain, l 

A Paflion moving, but a Paflion vain. 

Not Chance, nor Time (hall ever change myThought, 

Tis better much to die, than do a Fault. 

Oh worfe than ever ! h it then my Doom 
Juftto fee Hcav n, where I muft never come ? 



Vol. I. G Your 
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Your foft Compaifion* if not fbmething more : 
Yet I remain as wretched as before : 
The Wind indeed is fair, but ah ! no Sight of Shore. 
Farewel, too fcruplous Fair-one, oh farewel, 
What Torment? 1 endure, no Tongue can tell ; 
Thank Hcav'n my Fate tranfports me now, where I 
Your Martyr may with Eafc and Safety die. 

With that I knecl'd, and teiz d her tremblingHand, 
While (he impos'd this cruel kind Command : 
Live and love on 5 you will be true I know, 
But live then, and come back to tell me fo 5 
For tho' I blufh at this laft guilty Breath, 
I can endure that better than your Death. 

Tormenting Kindnefs ! Barbarous Reprieve ! 
Condcmn'd to die, and yet compelTd to live ! 

This tender Scene my Dream repeated o'er, 
Juft as it pafs'd in real Truth before. 

Methought I then fell grov'ling to the Ground, 
*Till on a fudden rais'd, I wond'ring found 
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A ftrange Appearance all in taintlefs White j 
His Form gave Rcv'rence, and his Face Delight : 
Goodncfs and Greatnefs in his Eyes were fecn j 
Gentle his Look, and affable his Mien. 
A kindly Notice of me thus he took; 
" What mean thefe flowing Eyes, this ghaftly Look i 
" Thefe trembling Joints, this loofe diflievei'dHair, 
"And this cold Dew, the Drops of deepDefpaix? 
With Grief and Wonder firft my Spirits faint, 
But thus at laft I vented my Complaint. 
Behold a Wretch whom cruel Fate has found, 
And in the Depth of all Misfortune drown d. 
There fhines a Nymph, to whom an envy 'd Swain 
Is ty'd in Hymen's ceremonious. Chain, 
But cloy'd with Charms of fuch a Marriage-Bed, 
And fed with Manna, yet he longs for Bread j 
And will, moft Husband-like, not only range 
For Love perhaps of nothing elfe but Change j 
But to inferiour Beauty proftate lies, 
And courts her Love, in fcorn of Flavi a's Eyes.' 

G 2 All 



*4 SONGS AND VFRSBS. 

All this I knew, (die Form divine reply'd) 
And did but ask to have thy Temper try*d, 
Which prove fincere. Of both I know the MiAd, 
She is too (crapulous, and thou too kind : 
But fincc thy fatal Love's for ever fix'd, 
Whatever Time or Abfencc come betwixt } 
Since thy fond Heart ev'n her Difdain prefers 
To others Love, 1*11 fomething foftcn hers j 
Elfc in the Search of Virtue flic may ftray, 
Well-meaning Mortals fhould not lofc their Way. 
She now indeed fins on the fafcr Side, 
For Hearts too loofe are never to be ty'd $ 
But no Extremes are either good or wife 5 
And in the midft alone true Virtue lies. 
When Marriage-Vows unite an equal Pair, 
Tis a nicer Contract, made by humane Care, 
By which they both are for Convenience ty'd 5 
The Bridegroom yet more ftri&ly than the Bride 5 
For Circumftances alter ev'ry 111, 
And Woman meets with moft Temptation ftill j 

3 She 
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She a forfaken Bed muft often bear, 
While he can never fail to find her there, 
And therefore lefs excus'd to range elfcwhere. 
Yet this Ihe ought to fufFer and fubmit : 
Butwhen.no longer for each other fit, 
If XJfage bafefhall juft Refentment move, 
Or what is worfe, Affronts of wand ring Love $ 
No Obligation after that remains, 
Tis mean, not juft, to wear a Rival's Chains. 

Yet Decency requires the wonted Cares 
Of Intreft, Children, and remote Affairs s 
But in fcer Love, that dear Concern of Life, 
She all the while may be another's Wife : 
Heav'n that beholds her wrong'd and widow 'd Bed, 
Permits a Lover in her Husband's ftcad. 

1 flung me at his Feet, his Robc3 would kifs, 
And cry'd,— -JEv'n our bafe World is juft in this ; 
Amidft our Cenfurcs, Love we gently blame s 
And Love fometimes prefcrves a Female Fame. 

C 3 What 
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What Tic lefsftrong can Woman's Will reftrain? 
WhenHonour,Chccks,and Confcicncc plead in vain; 
When Parents Threats, and Friends Perfuafions fail, 
When Int'reft and Ambition fcarcc prevail, 
To bound that Sex when nothing elfe can move j 
They'll live refcrv'd to pleafc the Man they love ! 

The Spirit then reply'd to ail I faid, 
She may be kind, but not till thou art dead, 
Bewail thy Memory, bemoan thy Fate, 
Then fhe will love, when 'tis alas too late : 
Of all thy Pains fhe will no Pity have, 
Till fad Defpair has fent thee to the Grave, 



Amaz'd, I wak'd in haftc, 
All trembling at my Doom ; 

Dreams oft repeat Adventures paft 3 
And tell our Ills to come. 



HELEN 



HELEN to PARIS, 



FROM 



OVID. 



Translated by the Earl ofMuLGRAVE, 

and Mr. Driden, 
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HELEN to PARIS. 

HEN loofc EpUUes violate 
chaftc Eyes, 
She half confents, who filcnt- 

ly denies : 
How dares a Stranger with 
Dcfigns To vain, 
Marriage and heritable Rights prophane! 

Was 
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Was it for this your Fate did (heltcr find 
prom fwclling Seas, and cv'ry faithlefs Wind ? 
(For tho' a diftant Country brought you forth, 
Your Ulage here was equal to your Worth.) 
Does this deferve to be rewarded fo ? 
Did you come here a Stranger, or a Foe? 
Your partial Judgment rtoay perhaps complain, 
And think me barb rous for my juft Difdain * 
111 bred then let me be, but net unchafte, 
Nor my clear Fame with any Spot defae'd. 
Tho* in my Face there's no affeded Frown, 
Nor in my Carriage a feign'd Nicenefs fhown, 
1 keep my Honour ftill without a Stain, 

Nor has my Love made any Coxcomb vain. 
Your Boldnefs I with Admiration fee j 

What Hope had you to gain a Queen like me ? 
Bccaufc a Hero fore'd me once away, 
Ami thought fit to be a fecond Prey ? 
Had I been won, I had deferv'd your Blame, 
But fure my Part was nothing but the Shame : 

3 
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Yet the bafe Theft to him no Fruit did bear ; 

I Tcap'd unhurt by any thing but Fear : 

Rude Force might fome unwilling Rifles gain, 

But that was all he ever could obtain. 

You on fuch Terms would ne'er have let me go j 

Were he like you, we had not parted fo. 

Untouch'd the Youth reftor'd me to my Friends, 

And modeft Ufage made me fome Amends. 

Tis Virtue to repent a vicious Deed ; 

Did he repent, that Paris might fucceed \ 

Sure 'tis fome Fate that fets me above Wrongs 

Yet ftill expofes me to bufy Tongues. 

Ill not complain, for who's difpleas'd with Love, . 

Ifitftncere, difcreet, and conftant prove ? 

But that I fear — not that I think you bafe, 

Or doubt the blooming Beauties of my Face, 

But all your Sex is fubjeft to deceive, 

And ours, alas ! too willing to believe. 

Yet others yield 1 and Love overcomes the beft— 

But why fhould I not fhine above the reft i 

Fair 
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Fair Leda's Story feems at firft to be 

A fit Example ready found for me 5 

But {he was couzen'd by a borrow'd Shape, 

And under harmlefs Feathers felt a Rape : 

If I fhould yield, what Reafon could I ufe i 

By what Miftake the loving Crime excufe * 

Her Fault was in her pow'rful Lover loft, 

But ofwhatJupiTERhavelto boaft? 

Tho' you to Heroes, and to Kings fuccccd, 

Our famous Race does no Addition need, 

And • great Alliances but ufelefs prove 

To one that fprings hcrfelf from mighty Jove. 

Go then and boaft in fome lefs haughty Place 

Your Thrygian Blood, and Priam's ancient Race, 

Which I would fhew I valu'd, ifldurft; 

You arc the fifth from Jove, but I the firft.. 

The Crown of Troy is pow'rful, I confefs, 

But I have Reafon to think ours no lefs. 

Your Letter fiil'd with Promifes of all 

That Men can good, and Women plea&nt call, 

Gives 
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Gives Expe&ation fuch an ample Field, 

As would move Goddefles themfelves to yield. 

But if I e'er offend great Juno's Laws, 

Your felf (hall be the dear, the only Caufe 5 

Either my Honour Til to Death maintain, 

Or follow you without mean Thoughts of Gain. 

Not that fo fair a Prefcnt I defpife ; 

We like the Gift, when we the Giver prize : 

But 'tis your Love moves me, which made you take 

Such Pains, and run fuch Hazards for my fake. 

I have perceiv*d (tho' IduTembled too) 

A thoufand things that Love has made you do : • 

Your eager Eyes would almoft dazle mine, 

In which (wild Man) your wanton Thoughts would 

fliinc. 
Sometimes you'd %h, fometimes difordcr*d ftand, 
And with unufual A»lour prefs my Hand * 
Contrive juft after me to take the Glafc, 
Nor would you let the lcaft Occafion pafs, 

Which 
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Which oft I fear'd I did not mind alone, 
And blufhing fate for things which you have done : 
Then murmur'd to myfelf, Hell for my fake 
Do any thing i I hope 'twas no Miftake. 
Oft have I read within this plcaftnt Grove, 
Under my Name, thofc charming Words, J love. 
I frowning, feem'd not to believe your Flame, 
But now, alas! am come to write the fame. 
If I were capable to do amifs, 
I could not but be fcnfible of this. 
For oh ! your Face has fuch peculiar Charms, 
That who can hold from flying to your Arms ! 
But what I ne'er can have without Offence, 
May fome bleft Maid poflcft with Innocence. 
Plcafure may tempt, but Virtue more (hould move 5 
O learn of me to want the thing you love. 
What you defire, is fought by all Mankind : 
As you have Eyes, Co others are not blind 5 
Like you they fee, like you my Charms adore, 
They wilh npt left, but you dare venture more. 

Oh! 
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Oh! had you then upon our Coafts been hrought, . 
My Virgin Lave when thoufand Rival? fought,. ., 

* 

You had I fcen> you ftxould have had my Voice 4 . r 
Nor cou'd my Husband juftly blame my Choice. 
For both our Hopes, alas! you come too late $ 
Another now is Matter of my Fate $ 

More to my Wifh I cou'd have liv'd with you* . . , 

» m 

And yet my prefent Lot can undergo. 
Ceafe to follicit a weak Woman's Will, 
And urge not her you love, to fo much 111 : 
But let me live contented as I may, 
And make not my unfpotted Fame your Pxcy. 
Some Right you claim, iincc naked to your Eyes 
Three Goddefles difputed Beauty's Prize ; 
One offer'd Valour, Mother Crowns, but flie 
Obtained her Caufe who fmiling promised me. 

■ 

But firft I am not of Belief fo light, x . 

To think fuch Nymphs wou'd fhew you fuch a Sight- 
Yet granting this, the other part is feigo'd ? 
A Bribe fo mean, your Sentence had notgain'd. 

With 
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With partial Eyes I fhould my felf regard, 

To think that Venus made me her Reward : 

I humbly am content with human Praife ; 

A Goddefs's Applaufc wou'd Envy raife : 

But be it as you fay, for 'tis confeft, 

The Men, who flatter higheft, pleafcusbeft: 

That I fufpeft it, ought not to difpleafe > 

For Miracles are not believ'd with eafe. 

One Joy I have, that I had Venus* Voice 5 

A greater yet, that you confirmed her Choice ; 

Thatproffer'd Laurels, promis'd Sovereignty, 

J uno and Pallas you contemn'd for me. 

Am I your Empire then, and your Renown ? 

What Heart of Rock but muft by this be won ? 

And yet bear witnefs, O you Pow'rs above, 

How rude I am in all the Arts of Love ! 

My Hand is yet untaught to write to Men ; 

This is th* Eflay of my unpra&is'd Pen : 

Happy thofc Nymphs, whom Ufc has pcrfed made * 

I think all Crime, and tremble at a Shade. 

Ev'n 
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Ev*n while I write, my fearful cqnfcious Eyes 
Look often back, mifdoubting a Surprize. 
For now the Rumor fpreads among the Croud, 
At Court in Whifpers, but in Town aloud: 
Diflemble you, whatever you hear 'em fay : 
To leave off Loving, were your better Way j 
Yet if you will diflemble it, you may. 
Love fecrctly : the Abfcnce of my Lord 
More Freedom gives, but does not all afford. 
Long is his Journey, long will be his Stay j 
CalTd by Affairs of Confequence away. 
To go or not, when unrcfolv'd he flood, 
I bid him make what fwift return he cou d : 
Theft killing me, hefaid, I recommend 
All to thy Care, but moft my Trojan Friend* 
I fmird at what he innocently faid, 
And only anfwer'd, You (hall be obey'd. 
Propitious Winds have born him far from hence, 
But let not this fecure your Confidence. 
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Abfcnt he is, yet abfent he commands : 

You know the Proverb, ^Princes have long Hands. 

My Fame's my Burthen 5 for the more I'm prais'd, 

A jufter Ground of Jcaloufy is rais'd. 

Were I lefs fair> I might have been more bleft, 

Great Beauty through great Danger is poffeft. 

To leave me here, his Venture was not hard, 

Bccaufe he thought my Virtue was my Guard. 

He fcar*d my Face, buttrufted to my Life, 

The Beauty doubted, but believ'd the Wife. 

You bid me ufe th' Occafion while I can, 

Put in our Hands by the good cafy Man. 

I wou d, and yet I doubt, 'twixt Love and Fear, 

One draws me from you, and one brings me near. 
Our Flames are mutual, and my Husband's gone : 
The Nights are long 5 I fear to lie alone : 
One Houfe contains us, and weak Walls divide, 
And you re too prefling to be long deny'd. 
Let me not live, but ev'ry thing confpires 
To join our Loves, and yet my Fear retires* 

2 You 
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You court with Words, when you (hou'd Force cntf 

ploy, 
A Rape is requifite to fhame-fae'd Joy : 
Indulgent to the Wrongs which we rcceive> 
Our Sex can fuffcr what we dare not give. 
What have I faid ! for both of us 'twere beft, 
Our kindling Fife if each of us fuppreft. 
The Faith of Strangers is too prone to change, 
And, like thcmfelves, their wand'ring PafTions ranged 
Hypsipyle, and the fond Minoian Maid, 
Were both by trufting of their Gueft betrayed. 
How can I doubt that other Men deceive, 
When you your felf did fair Oenone leave } 
But left I fhou'd upbraid your Treachery, 
You make a Merit of that Crime to me. 
Yet grant you were to faithful Love inclin'd, 
Your weary Trojans wait but for a Wind. 
Should you prevail, while I aflign the Night 
Your Sails are hoifted, and you take your Flight $ 
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Some bawling Mariner our Love deftroys, 

And breaks afunder our unfinifh'd Joys. 

But I with you may leave the Spartan Port, 

To view the Trojan Wealth and Priam's Court. 

Shown while I fee, I fhall expofe my Fame 5 . 

And fill a foreign Country with my fhamc. 

In Afia what Reception fhall I find ? 

And what Dishonour leave in Greece behind ? 

What will your Brothers, Priam> Hecuba, 

And what will all your modeft Matrons fay i 

Ev n you, when on this A&ion you refleft, 
My future Conduft juftly may fufpett : 
And whate'er Stranger lands upon your Coaft, 
Conclude me, by your own Example, loft 

I from your Rage a Strumpet's Name fhall hear*. 
While you forget what Part in it you bear. 
You, my Crime's Author, will my Crime upbraid ; 
Deep under Ground, Oh ! let mefirft be laid ! 
You boaft the Pomp and Plenty of your Land, 
And promife all fhall be at my Command ; 

Your 
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Your Trojan Wealth, believe me, Idefpifcj 

My own poor Native Land has dearer Ties. 

Shou'dl be injur'd on your ThrygianShotc, 

What help of Kindred coud I there implore i 

Medea was by Jason's Flatt'ry won : 

I may, like her, believe and be undone. 

Plain honeft Hearts, like mine, fufped no Cheat, 

And Love contributes to its own Deceit. 

The Ships, about whofe fides loud Tempefts roar, 

With gentle Winds were wafted from the Shoar. 

Your teeming Mother dreamt a flaming Brand 

Sprung from herWomb, confum'd the Trojan Land* 

To fecond this, old Prophecies confpire, 

That Ilium (hall be burnt with Grecian Fire : 

Both give me Fear, nor is it much allay'd, 

That Venus isoblig'd our Loves to aid. 

For they who loft their Caufe, Revenge will take, 

And for one Friend two Enemies you make. 

Nor can I doubt but fhould I follow you, 

The Sword would foon our fatal Crime purftic : 

H i A 
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A Wrong fo great my Hi#b*nd's Rage would rouzcj 
And my Relations would his Caqfe efpoufc, 
Youboaft your Strength and Courage, butalaj! 
Your Wqrds receive fmall credit fjrom your Face, 
Let Heroes in the dufty Field delight, 
Thofc Limbs were fafhion'd for another Fight 
Bid Hector fally from the Walls of Trcy> 
A fweeter Quarrel (hould your Arms employ. 

Yet Fears like thefe ftiou d not my Mind perplex, 

Were I as wife as many of my Se? : 

But Time and you may bolder Thoughts infpire > 

And I perhaps may yield to your Dcftre, 

You laft demand a private Conference : 

Thefe are your Words, tout I can gif efe your Senfe. 

Your unripe Hopes their Harvtft jnqft attend : 

Be rul'd by me, and Tim? may be your Friend, 

This is enough to let you under ft and, 

Tor now my Pen has tir*d my tender Hand i 

My Woman knows the Secret of my Heart, 

And may, hereafter, better News impart. 

Tart 
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Part of the Story of Orpheus. 
Being a Tranflation out of the 
fourth Book of Virgil's 

Georgia 

'Hr* I S not for nothing when juft Heav'n does 

•^ frown $ 

Th<* injured Orpheus calls thefc Judgments down ; 
WhQfe Spoufe, avoiding to become thy Prey, 
And all his Joys, at once were fnatdi d away ; 
The Nymph fore-doom'd that fatal way to pais, 

Spy*d not the Serpent lurking in the Grafs : 

A mournful Cry the fpacious Valley fills, 

With echoing Groans from all the neighbouring 

Hills 5 
The c Dryades roar out in deep defpair* 
And with united Voice bewail the Fair, 

H 4 F** 
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For fuch a Loft he fought no vain Relief, 

But with his Lute indulged the tender Griefs 
Along the Shore he oft would wildly ftray, 
With doleful Notes begin, and end the Day. 
At length, to Hell a frightful journey made, 
Pafs'd the wide-gaping Gulph, and difmal Shade : 
Vifits the Ghofb, and to that King repairs, 
Whofe Heart's inflexible to humane Prayers. 
All Hell is ravifh'd with fo fweet a Song 5 
Light Souls, and Airy Spirits glide along 5 
In Troops, like Millions of the feather'd kind, 
Driven home by Night, or fome tempeftuous Wind : 
Matrons, and Men, raw Youths and unripe Maids 5 
And mighty Heroes more majeftick Shades s 
And Sons entomb'd before their Parents Face j 
Thefe the black Waves of bounding Styx embrace 
Nine times circumfluent 3 clogged with noifomc 
Weeds, 

And all that Filth which ftanding Water breeds. 
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Amazement reach'd cv'n the deep Caves of Death} 
The Sifters with blue fnaky Curls took breath j 
Ixion's Wheel a while unmov'd remained* 
And the fierce Dog his three-mouth'd Voice reftrain'd. 

When fafe rcturn'd, and all thefe Dangers paft, 
His Wife reftor'd to breathe frefli Air at laft 
Following, (for fo Proserpina was pleas'd) 
A fudden Rage th* unwary Lover feiz'd * 
He as the firft bright Glimpfe of Daylight fhin'd, 
Could not refrain to call one Look behind j 

A Fault of Love! could Hell Compaflion find* 
A dreadful Sound thrice (hook the Stygian Coaft, 
His Hopes quite fled, and all his Labour loft ! 
Why haft thou thus undone thy felf, and me ? 
What Rage is this i Oh, I am fnatch'd from thee! 
(She faintly cry'd) Night, and the Powers of Hell 
Surround my Sight 5 Oh Orpheus! Oh farewell! 
My Hands ftretch forth to reach thee as before, 
But all in vain, for I am thine no more s 



No 
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No mot*? allow'd to view thy Face, or Day !— 

Then from his Eyes, likeSmoak, (he fleets away. 

Much he would fainhavefpoke, but Fate, alas! 

Would ne'er again content to let him pa& 

Thus twice undone, what courfe remain'd to take, 

To gain her back, already pafs'd the Lake ? 

What Tears, what Patience, could procure him cafe? 

Or ah! what Vows the angry Powers appeafe J 

Tis faid, he fev'n long Moons bcwaiTd his Lo6 

To bleak and barren Rocks, on whofe cold Mo&» 

While languifhing he fung his fatal Flame, 

He movM ev*n Trees, and made fierce Tygers tame. 

So the fad Nightingale, when childlefs made 
By fome rough Swain who ftole her Young away, 

Bewails her Lofs beneath a Poplar Shade, 
Mourns all the Night, in Murmurs waftes the Day 5 
Her melting Songs a doleful pleafure yield, 
And melancholy Mufick fills the Field. 

Marriage, nor Love, could ever move his Mind 3 
But ail alone, beat by the Northern Wind, 

Shiv'ring 
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Shiv'ring on Tanais Banks the Bard remained, 
And of the Gods' unfruitful Gift complaind, 
Ciconum Dames, enrag' d to be defpis'd, 
As they the Feaft of Bacchus folemniz'd, 
Slew the poor Youth, and ftrew'd about hisLimbs $ 
His Head, torn off from the fair Body, fwims 
Down that fwift Current were the Heber flows, 
And ftill its Tongue in doleful Accents goes > 
Ah* foot Eurydtce ! he dying cry'd, 
Eurydice refounds from every Side. 
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ESSAY on SATIRE; 

O W vain, and how infal- 
lible a Bcaft 
Is Man! who yet would 

lord it o'er the reft! 
Fhilolbphers and Poets 
vainly drove 
InevctyAgc, thclumpifiiMalstomove: 

But 
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But thofc were Pedants, if compar'd with thcfe, 
Who knew not only to inftrud, but pleafe : 

Poets alone found the delightful Way* 

Myfterious Morals gently to convey 

In charming Numbers> that when once Men grew 

Pleas'd with their Poems, they grew wifer too. 

Satire has always fhin d among the reft, 

And is the boldcft Way, perhaps the beft, 

To (hew Men.freely all their fouleft Faults s 

To laugh at their vain Deeds and vainer Thoughts. 

In this great Work the Wife took diffrent ways, 
Tho* each deferving its peculiar Praife: 
Some did our Follies with juft Sharpnefs blame 5 
While others laugh'd, andfeorn'd us into Shame i 
But, of thefe two, the laft fucceeded beft 5 
As Men hit righteft, when they fhoot in jeft. 

Yet, if we may prefume to blame our Guides, 
And cenfure thofe who cenfur'd all befides : 
In all things elfe they juftly are preferr'd } 

In this alone methinks the Ancients err'd : 

Againft 
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Againft the grofleft Follies they declaim, . 
Hard they purfue, but hunt ignoble Game. 
Nothing is eafier than fuch Blots to hit, 
And but the Talent of a vulgar Wit : 
Befidefc 'tis Labour loft ; for who would teaeh 
W— t-sly to write, or Te to preach i 

Tis being devout at Play, wife at a Ball, 
Or bringing Wit and Friendlhip to Whitehall. 

But, with (harp Eyes thofe nicer Faults to find, 
Which lie obfeurdy in the wifeft Mind, 
That little Speck, which all the reft will fpoil j 
To wa& off this, would be a noble Toil % 
Beyond the loofe-writ libels of this Age, 
Or the fore'd Scenes of our declining Stage ; 
Above the reach of ev'ry Little Wit, 
Who yet will finile to fee a Greater hit. 
But ev'a die greateft, tho' expos'd the mod, 
Of fuch Correction fbou'd have caufe to boaft :. 
In fiudi a Satire the? might court a Share, 
And each Vain fool would fancy he was thwe^ 

VolJ, I Old 



xi4 AN ESSAY ON SATIRE. 

Old Story-tellers then will pine, and die, 
To find their antiquated Wit laid by 5 
Like her who mifc'd her Name in a Lampoon, 
And figh'd, to find herfelf decay'd fo foon. 

No common Coxcomb muft be mentioned here, 
Nor the dull Train of dancing Sparks appear $ 
No fcather'd Officers who never fight $ 
Of fuch a wretched Rabble who would write i 
Much lefs Half- Wits i that's more againft our Rules 1 
For they are Fops, the others are but Fools : 
Who would not be as filly as D — r, 

Or dull as W ly, rather than Sir C— — r> 

The cunning Courtier fhould be (lighted too, 
Who with dull Knav'ry makes fo much ado, 
Till f he flirewd Fool by thriving too too faft, 
Like Esop's Fox, becomes a Prey at laft. 

Nor fhould the royal M iftrefles be nam'd j 
Too ogly, or too cafy to be blam'd $ 
With whom each rhiming Fool keeps fuch a pother, 
They -are as common that way as the other* 

While 
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While fauntringCHARLES betwixt fo mean a Brace, 

Mcetswith diffembling ftill in cither place, 
Affe&ed Humour, or a painted Face. 

In loyal Libels we have often told him 
How one has jilted him*the other fold him, 
How that affefts to Iaugn, and this to weep j 
Bat who fo long can rail, as he can keep ? 
Was ever Prince by two at once mifled, 
Foolifh, and Falfc, Ul-natur'd and Ill-bred ? 

E— — y and A y, with all the Race 

Of formal Blockheads lhall have here no Place j 
At Council fet, as Foils, on Da— — 's Score, 
To make that great falfe Jewel fhine the more 5 
Who all the while is thought exceeding wife, 
Only for taking Pains, and telling Lyes. 

But there's no meddling with fuch naufeous Men j 
Their very Names have tir'd my nicer Pen * 
lis time to quitrheir Company, and chufe 
Some nobler Subjcft for a (harper Mufe, 

* 

I? And 
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And firft behold the merrieft Man alive 
Againft hiscarclefe Genius vainly ftrive ; 
Quit his dear Eafe fome deep Deflgn to lay, 
Appoint the Hour, and then forget the Day. 
Yet he will laugh, ev*n at his Friends, and be 
Juft as good Company as Nokes, or Lee j 

But when he would the Court.or Nation rule, 
He turns hirafelf the beft to Ridicule. 

When ferious, few for great Affairs more fit ; 
But (hew him Mirth, and bait that M irth with Wit, 
That Shadow of a Jeft (hall be enjoy 'd, 
Tho' he left all Mankind to be deftroy'd. 

So *Pufs transformed, fate like a mumping Bride, 
Pcnfive, and prudent, till the Moufe (he fpy'd 5 
But foon the Lady had him in her Eye, 

And from the Boatd did j uft as oddly fly. 

Straining above our Nature does no good s 
We muft fink back to our old Flefh and Blood* 

As by our little Matchiavel we find, 
That nimbleft Creature of the bufy kind : 
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His Legs are crippled, and his Body fhakes, 
Yet-his bold Mind> that all this Buftle makes, 
Ko Pity of its poor Companion takes j 
What Gravity can hold from laughing out , 
To fee that lug his feeble Limbs about i 
Like Hounds ill coupled, Jowler is fo ftrong, 

He jades poor Trip, and drags him all along* 

iTis fuch a Cruelty as ne'er was known, 

To ufe a Body thus, tho' 'tis one's own* 

Yet this vain Comfort in his Mind he keeps } 

His Soul is foaring while his Body creeps. 

Alas ! that foaring, to thofe few who know, 

Is but a bufy Flutt 'ring here below* 

So vifionary Brains afcend the Sky, 

While on the Ground entrane'd the Wretches lie j 

And fo late Fops have fancy*d they can fly. 

Next, our new Earl, with Parts deferving Praifc, 
And Wit enough to laugh at his own Ways j 
Yet lofes all foft Days, and fenfual Nights, 
Kind Nature checks, and kinder Fortune flights, 

I % Striving 
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Striving againft his Quiet all he can, 
For the fine Notion of a bufy Man : 
And what is that at beft but one whofc Mind 
Is made to vex himfclf, and all Mankind ? 
Drudging for Wealth, a Courtier let him live $ 
For, if fome odd fantaftick Lord will drive 
A Hackney Coach, and meaner Buftncfs do, 
We (hould both pay him, and admire him too. 
But is there any other Bcaft alive, 
Can his own Harm fo wittily contrive ? 
Will any Dog that has his Teeth and Stones, 
Refin'dly leave his Bitches and his Bones, 
To turn a Wheel $ . and bark to be cmploy'd 5 - 
Ayhile Venus is by Rival Dogs enjoy'd i 
Yet this vain Man, to get a Statefman's Name, 
Forfeits his Friends, his Freedom, and his Fame. 

Tho' Satire nicely writ, no Folly ftings 
But theirs, who merit Praife for other things : 
Yet wc muft needs this one Exception make, 
And break our Rule for fdly Tropo's fake $ 

Who 
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Who lately too much fcorn'd to be accus'd, 

Now therefore fcarce defcrves to be abus d, 

Rais'd OnJy by a mercenary Tongue 

lot railing fmoothly, and for reafoning wrong. 

As Boys on Holidays, let loofc to play, 

Halloo a (tumbling Jade in flipp'ry way y 

Then laugh to fee in Dirt and deep Diftrcfs 

Some awkard Cit in her flowr'd foolifh Drefi $ 

Such mighty Satisfaftion have I found, 

To fee this Tinfcl Eloquence a-ground. 

The florid Gravity we often faw 

Baffled by common Whifflcrs of the Law. 

For Senfe fits filcnt, and condemns for weaker 

The finer, nay fomctimes the wittier Speaker*. 

So odd a mixture no Man elfe affords $ 

Such fcarcity of Senfe, fuch choice of Words ! 

At Bar abufive, on the Bench unable, 

Knave on the Wool-fack, Fop at Council-Table ! 

But thefe are Politicians, fuch as wou'd 
Be rather high, thanhoneftj great than good. 

1 4 Anothe r 
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Another fort of Wits (hall now be (hown, 
Whofe harmlefs Foibles hurt themfelves alone j 
Who think Excefs of Luxury can pleafe, 
And Lazinefs call loving of their Eafe ; 
Pleafure and Indolence their only Aim 5 
Yet their whole Life's but intermitting Pain. 
Such Head- Achs, Surfeits, Ails, their days divide, 
They fcarce perceive the little time befidc. 

Well-meaning Men, who make this grofs Miftake, 
And Pleafure lofe, only for Pleafure's fake ! 
Each Pleafure hath its Price, and when we pay 
Too much of Pain, we fquander Life away; 

■ 

ThusD— -t, purring like a thoughtful Cat, 
Marry'd 5 but wifer Tufs ne'er thinks on that. 
Like Pembroke's T^og^ fierce at his fondeft time, 
At once he wooes, and worries her in Rhime 5 
To gain her Love, expofes all her Life, 
A teeming Widow, but a barren Wife, 

With tame fubmifllonto the will of Fate, 
He lugg'd about die Matrimonial Weight $ 

Till 
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* 

rill Fortune, blindly kind as well as he, 

9 m 

Has ill reftor'd him to his Liberty 5 

That is, to live in his old idle way 
Smoaking all Night, and dozing all the Day % 
Dull as Ned H— rd, whom his brisker Time 
Had fam'd for Nonfenfe in immortal Rhime. 

M- ve had much ado toTcape the Snare, 

Tho* vcrs'din allthofe Arts that cheat the Fair. 

Beauty and Wit had fciz'd his Heart fo faft, 

That Numps himfelf feem'd in the Stocks at laft. 

Old injur'd Parents dry'd their weeping Eyes, 

In hopes to fee this Pirate made a Prize 5 

Th' impatient Town waited the wifh'd for Change, 

And Cuckolds fncer'd in hopes of fweet Revenge ; 

Till his Ambition fet his Love afide, . 

Andfav'dhim, not by Prudence, but by Pride. 

What tender Thoughts his hardened Heart can 

move, 
Who for a Shadow quits fubftantial Love ? 

And 
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And little * Sid, for Simile renown'd, 
Pleafure has always fought, but feldom found : 
Tho' Wine and Women arc his only Care, 
Of both he takes a lamentable Share. 
TheTlefh he lives on, is too rank and ftrong j 
His Meat and Miftreflfes are* kept too long- 
But, fure, we all miAake the pious Man, 
Who mortifies his Perfon all he can > 
And what theWorld counts Le wdnefs, Vice, and Sin, 

Are Penances of this odd Capuchin : 
For never Hermit under grave pretence 
Has liv'd more contrary to common Senfe. 
Expe&ing Supper is his chief Delight i 
Like any Labourer, our little Knight 
Toils all the Day, but to be drunk at Night ; 
When o'er his Cups this Night-Bird chirping fits, 
Till he takes Huett and Jack Hall for Wits. 
Laft enter R. ■ -r, of fprightly Wit, 

Yet not for Converfe fafe, or Bufincfs fit. 

— — ^— — — ^— — — — — — — — — ■ i —————— w 

* Remarkable for making plea&nt and proper Similes on all Occafioni. 

Mean 
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Mc*n in each Aftion, lewd in every Limb, 
Manners thcmfelves are mifchievous in him. 
A Glofs he gives to ev'ry foul Defign, 
And we muft own his very Vices fhinc. 
But of this odd Hi-nature to Mankind 
Himfelf alone the ill Effe&s will find : 
So envious Hags in vain their Witchcraft try, 
Yet for intended Mifchief juftly die. 
For what a Bessus has he always liv*d, 
And his own Kickings notably contrived ? 
For (there's the Folly that's (till mix'd with Fear) 
Cowards more Blows than any Heroes bear. 
Of fighting Sparks Fame may her Pleafure fay ; 
But 'tis a bolder thing to run away. 
The World may well forgive him all his ill, 
For ev'ry Fault does prove his Penance ftill. 
Faiily he falls into fome dang'rous Noofe, 
And then as meanly labours to get loofe : 
A Life fo infamous is better quitting, 
Spent in bafe injuring, and low fubmitting. 

How 
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How weak, and yet how vain a thing is Man, 
Mean what he will, endeavour what he can t 

I, who deiign'd to be fo wondrous wife, 
Perceive at laft wherqthe great Folly lies : 
While others Wcaknefs is fo gravely fhown, 
Their Fame we ruin, but to raife our own j 
That we may Angels feem, we paint them Elves, 

And write but Satires, to fet up our felves* 
Tho' to my felf this Task appear'd fo nice, 
That ev'n the Ancients feem'd to want Advice % 

With Strength unequal I have dar'd to climb 
That lofty Height unreached in former Time. 
No wonder in the bold Attempt I fall, 
And this too late to my remembrance call ; 
" Learn to write wdl, or opt to write at all. 
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ESSAY on POETRY. 

I all thofc Arts in which the 

Wife excel, 
I Nature's chief Mafter-piece is! 

writing well: 
So Writing lifts exalted Man 
fo high, 
Asfacred and Soul moving Pocfy ; 

No 
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* No kind of Work requires fo nice a Touch, 
And if well finifli'd, nothing (hincs fo much. 
But Heav'n forbid we fhould be fo profane, 
To grace the Vulgar with that noble Name. 
Tis not a Flafh of Fancy, which fometimes 
Dazling our Minds, fcts off the flighted Rhimes 5 
Bright as a Blaze, but in a Moment done : 

x True Wit is everlafting, like the Sun s 
Which, tho' fometimes behind a Cloud rctir'd, 
Breaks out again, and is by all admir'd. 
> Number and Rhime, and that harmonious Sound, 
Which not the niceft Ear with Harfhncfs wound, 
Are ncceflary, yet but vulgar Arts 5 
And all in vain thefe fuperficial Parts 
Contribute to the Stru&ure of the Whole, 

y Without a Genius too, for that's the Soul : 
A Spirit which infpircs the Work throughout, 
As that of Nature moves the World about s 
A Flame that glows amidft Conceptions fit ; 
Ev'n fomething of Divine, and more than Wit 3 

2 It 
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It felf unfeen, yet all things by it fhown, 
Dcfcribing all Men, but defcrib'd by none. 
Where doft thou dwell i What Caverns of the Brain 

» 

Can fuch a vaft and mighty thing contain I 

When I, at vacant Hours, in vain thy Abfcnde nidiif n, 1 

Oh where doft thou retire? and why doft thou return, 

Sometimes with pow'rful Charms to hurry me away, 

From Pleafures of the Night, and Bus nefs of the Day i 

Ev'n now too far tranfported, I am fairi 

To check thy Courfe, and ufe the needful Rein, . 

As all is Dulnefs when the Fancy's bad j 

So, without Judgment, Fancy is but mad : 

And Judgment has a boundlcfs Influence 

Not only in the choice of Words, or Senfc, 

But on the World, on Manners,, and on Men * . 
Fancy is but the Feather of the Pen 5 
^ Reafon is that fubftantial> ufcfulpart, 
Which gains the Head, while t'other wins the Heart. 

Here I fhould all the various forts of Verfc, 
And the whole Art of Poetry rehearfe j 

Vol. I. K But 
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But who that Task would after Horace do } 
The beft of Matters, and Examples too ! 
Echoes at beft, all we can fa y is vain * 
Dull the Defign, and fruitlefs were the Pain. 
Tis true, the Ancients we may rob with eafe 5 
But who with that mean fhift himfdf can pleafe, 
Without an Aflor s Pride ? A Player's Art 
Is above his, who writes a borrow'd Part. 
Yet modern Laws are made for later Panics, 
And new Absurdities infpire new Thoughts ; 
What need has Satire then to live on Theft, 
When fo much freftioccafion ftill is left ) 
Fertile our Soil, and full of rankeft Weeds, 
And Monfters worfe than ever Nihts breeds. 
But hold, the Pools fhall have no caufe to ftar $ 
Tis Wit and Senfe that is the Subjeft here : 
Defe&s of witty Men defcrve a Cure, 
And thofe who are fo, will ev'n this endure. 



Firft 
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Firfl then of 50NGS ? which now fo much abound, 
Without hi§ S©ng no pop is to be found i 
A mod off* nJive Weapon, which he draws 
On all he meets againft Apollo's Laws. 
Tho' nothing items mote eafy , yet no part 
Of Poetry requires a nicer An j 
For a$ in Rows of ricbeft Pearl there lies 
Many a Bleriaifli that efcapes our Eyes, 
The ieaft of which Defers is plainly frown 
In one fmall Ring, and brings the VajLuc down '• 
So Songs fhonld be to juflt Perfection wrought $ 
Yctwface can one be feen without a Faujt I 
Eiaft Propriety of Words an4 Thought j 
Exprcfiioncafy, and the Fajicy high 5 
Yet that not feem to creep, nor tfiis to fly j 
No Words tranfpos'd, : but in fijeh ordejr all, 
As wrought with Care, yet Teem by Chance to fall 
Here, as in all things clfc, ismoft unfit 
• BtfP Ribaldry, that poor Pretence to Wit 5 

K 2 Such 
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<Shdi naufeous Songs by a * late Author made, 
Call an unwilling Ccnfurc on his Shade. 
Not that warm Thoughts of the tranfporting Joy, 
Can fliock the chafteft, or the niceft cloy 5 
But Words pbfeene, too grofs to move Defirc> 
Like heaps of Fuel, only choak the Fire. 
On other Themes he well deferves our Praife 5; 
But palls that Appetite he meant to raife. 

Next ELEGY, offweet, but folemn Voice, 
And of a Subjeft grave exafts the choice 5 

. The Praife of Beauty, Valour, Wit contains* 
And there too oft defpairing Love complains : 
'In vain alas ! for who by Wit is mov'd i 
That Phcnix-She deferves to be belov'd ; 
But noify Nonfenfe, and fuch Fops as vex 
Mankind, take moft with that fantaftick Sex. 
This to the Praife of thofe who better knew j 
The many raife the Value of the few. 
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But (here as all our Sex too oft have try'd) 

Women have drawn my wandring Thoughts afidc. 

Their greateft Fault who jn this kind have writ, 

s not defed in Words, or want of Wit 5 
> ut fhould this Mufc harmonious Numbers yield, 

jad ev'ry Couplet be with Fancy fill'd 5 

f yet a juft Coherence be not made 
Between each Thought 5 and the whole Model laid ' 
So right, that every Line may higher rife, 
Like goodly Mountains till they reach the Skies : 
Such Trifles may perhaps of late have paft, 
And may be lik'd a while, but never laft 5 
lis Epigram, 'tis Point, 'tis what you will, 
But not an Elegy, nor writ with Skill, 
No* < panegyrick, nor z.\Cooper's-Hill. 

A higher Flight, and of a happier Force, 
Arc OD E S : the Mufcs moft unruly Horfc, 
That bounds fo fierce the Rider has no reft, 
Here foams at Mouth, and moves like one poflefs'd. 
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The Poet here muft be indeed infftir'd, 
With Fury too, as urell is Fancy fir'd. 
CowfcEY might boaft to have performed this parr* 

Had he with Nature join'd the Rules of Art j 
Bufr fometimes Di&ion mean, or Verfe ill-wrought, 
Deadens, or clouds, his noble Flame of Thought 
Tho' all appear in Heat and Fury done, 
The Language ftill ftiiift foft and eafy run. 
Thefc Laws may found a little t66 feverc j 
But Judgment yields, and Fancy governs here, 
Which, tho' extravagant, this Mufc allows, 
And makes the Work much eafietf than it (hows. 

Of all the ways that wifeft Men could find 
To mend the Age, and mortify Mankind, 
SATIRE well writ has mod fuccefsful prov'd > 
And cures, becaufc the Remedy is lov'd. 
'Tis hard to write on fuch a Subjeft more, 
Without repeating things faid oft before : 

r 

Some vulgar Errors only we'll remove, 
Th# (tain a Beauty which wc fo much love. 

Of 
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Of chofen Words fome take not care enough, 
And think they lhould be as the Subjeft rough $ 
This Poem muft be more exadly made, 
And fharpeft Thoughts in fmootheft Words convey'd. 
Some think, if (harp enough, they cannot fail, 
As if their only Bufinefs was to rail : 
But human Frailty nicely to unfold, 
Diftinguifhcs a Satyr from a Scold. 

Rage you muft hide, afid Prejudice lay down j 
A Satyr s Smile is fharper than his Frown 5 
So while you feem to flight fome Rival Youth, 
Malice itfelf may pafs fbmetimes for Truth. 
The * Law eat here may juftly claim our Praife, 
Crown'd by \ Mac-Fkckn* with immortal Bays 5 
Yet once his ** TegafUs has born dead Weight, 
Sid by fome lumpifh Minifter of State. 

Here reft my Mufe, fufpend thy Cares a while, 
A more important Task attends thy Toil. 



* Afr. Dryden. f A famous Satirical PocfR of his, 

•* A Pf*m calFd, TheJfcpJandPMntb*r. 
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As fomc young Eagle that dcfigns to fly 

A long unwonted Journey through the Sky, 

^Weighs all the dang'rpus Entcrprize before, 

O er what wide Lands and Seas fhc is to foar, 

Doubts her own Strength fo far, and juftly fears 

That lofty Road of airy Travellers 5 

But yet incited by fome bold Defign 

That does her Hopes beyond her Fears incline, 

Prunes' every Feather, views her felf with Carf , 

At laft refolv'd, fhe cleaves the yielding Air 5 

Away fhe flies, fo ftrong, fo high, fo faft, 

She leflens to us, and is loft at lad 

So (tho' too weak for fuch 4 weighty thing) 

Thg Mufe infpires a (harper Note to fmg. 

And why Ihould Truth offend, when only told 
To guide the ignorant and warn the bold ? 
On then, my Mufe, adventroufly engage 
To give Inftru&ions that concern the Stage. 
The Unities of A&ion, Time, and Place, 

» * 

Which, ifpbferv'd, give Plays fo great a Giace, 

Arc, 
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Are, tho' but little pra&is'd, too well known 
To be taught here, where we pretend alone 
From nicer Faults to purge the prefent Age, 
Left obvious Errors of the Englifb Stage. 

Firft then, Soliloquies had need be Few, 
Extremely (hort, and fpokc in Paffion too ; 
Our Lovers talking to themfclves, for want 
Of others, make the Pit their Confidant j 
Nor is the matter mended yet, if thus 
They truft a Friend, only to tell it us 5 
Th' occafion fliould as naturally fall, 
As when* Bell ario confeffes alL 

Figures of Speech, which Poets think fo fine, 

(Art's needlefs Varnifti to make Nature fhine) 

Are all but Paint upon a beauteous Face, 

And in Defcriptions only claim a place : 

But, to make Rage declaim, and Grief difcourfe, 

From Lovers in defpair fine things to force, 
^ * 



• In ThiUfier, a Play of Beaumont ^nd Fletcher. 
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' ; Muft needs faceted : for who can chufe but pity 
A dying Hero mifcrably witty i 
But oh, tht dialogues, where Jeft and Mock 
Is held up like a Reft at Shittle~cock ! 
Or elfe, like Bells, eternally they chime, 
They figh in Simile, and die in Rhime. 
What things are thefc who would be Poets thought, 
By Nature not infpir'd, nor Learning taught J 
Some Wit they have, and therefore may defervc 
A better Courfe than this, by which they ftarve : 
1 But to write Play s ! why, 'tis a bold pretence 
To Judgment, Breeding, Wit, and Eloquence 5 
Nay more j for they muft look within, to find 
Thofe Secret Turns of Nature in the Mind % 
Without this Part, in vain would be the Whole, 
And but a Body all without a Soul, 
AH this united yet, but makes a part 
Of 'Dialogue, that great and powerful Art, 
Now almoft loft, which the old Grecians knew, 
From whom the Remans fainter Copies drew, 

Scarce comprehended fince, but by a few : 

Plato 
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Pi,a*o iftd LtrCiAW arc the beft Remains 
Of all the Wonders which this Art contains j 
Yet to ctnr felves we Juftice muft allow, 
Shakespear and Fle* CHfeR are the Wonders 

now : 
Confider Them, and read them o'er and o'er j 
Go fee them pfay'd $ then read them as before} 
For tho' in many things they grbfly fail, 
Over 6ur Paffiorts ftill they fo prevail, 

That our oWil Grief by theirs is rock'd afleep, 
The Dull are fortYl to feel, the Wife to weep. 
Their Beauties imitate, avoid their Faults $ 
Firft, on a *PUt employ thy careful Thoughts j 
Turn it, with time, a thoufand feveral ways, 
This oft alone has given Succefs to Plays. 
Rejcd that vulgar Error (which appears 
So fair) of making perfeB Char alters 5 
There's no fuch thing in Nature, and you'll draw 
A faultkfs Monfter, which the World ne'er few. 

Some 
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Some Faults muft be, that his Misfortunes drew, - 
But fuch as may deferve Companion too. 
Befides the main Dcfign compos'd with Art, 
jEach moving Scene muft be a Plot apart $ 
Contrive each little turn, mark every place, 

As Painters firft chalk out the future Face : 

* •- • • ■ 

Yet bp not fond 1 y your own Slave for this, 
But change hereafter what appears amifs. 

Think not fo much where Alining Thoughts to place, 
As what a Man would fay in fuch a Cafe : 
Neither in Comedy will this fuffice, 
The 'Player too muft be before your Eyes 5 
And, tho' 'tis Drudgery to (loop fo low, 
To him you muft your fecret Meaning fhow- 

Expofe no fingle Fop, but lay the Lo^d 

More equally, and fpread the Folly broad i 

Merc Coxcombs arc too obvious, oft we fee 

A Fool derided by as bad as he : 

Hawks fly at nobler Game 5 in this low way, 

A very Owl may prove a Bird of Prey. 

Small 
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Small Poets thus will one poor Fop devour, 
But to colled, like Bees, from every Flower, 
Ingredients to compofe that precious Juice, 
Which ferves the World for Pleafure and for Ufe, 
In fpite of Fa&ion this would Favour get 5 
But * Falstaff ftands inimitable yet. 

Another Fault which often may befall, 
Is when the Wit of fome great Poet ftiall 
So overflow, that is, be none at all 5 
That ev'n his Fools fpeak Senfe, as if pofleft, 
Ahd each by Infpiration breaks his Jeft. 
If once the Juftnefs of each part be loft, 
Well we may laugh, but at the Poet's Coft. 
That filly thing, Men call Sheer- fPit, avoid, 
With which our Age fo naufeoufly is cloy'd 5 
Humour is all 5 Wit fliould be only brought 
To turh agreeably fome proper Thought. 

But fince the Poets we of late have known, 
Shine in no Drefs fo much as in their own, 



An admirable Chara&cr in a Play of Shake/fear. 

The 
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The better by Example fp cpnvjmpc, 

Caft but a Viev on this wrong fide of Senfe. 

Firft, a SoUlequj is calmly made, 
Where every Reason is exa&iy weigh'4 $ 
Which once pejform'd, moft opportunely comes 
Some Hero frigjbte4 9t the Noife of Druras > 
For her fwcet fake, whom at firft light he kwes, 
And all in Metaphor his Paffion proves : 
But fome fad Accident, tho' yet unknown, 
Parting this Pair to l£avc the Swain alone $ 
He (bait grows jealous, tho 9 we know not why, 

Then to oblige his Riyal, needs will die : 
But firft he jenajges a ^/r/?, wheccin he tells 
The abfent Nymph how much his Flame excels > 
And yet bequeaths her generoufly now, 
To that lov'd Rival whom he does not know i 
Who ftrait appears, but who can Fate withftand > 
Too late alas, to hold his hafty Hand, 
That juft has given himfelf the cruel Stroke! 
At which his very Rival's Heart is broke : 

He 
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He more to his new Friend than Miftce£ kind, 
Moft fadly mourns u being left behind j 
Of fuch a Death ftrefcr* the pkaftog Cfearms 
To Love, and living in a Lady's Arms. 
What flwooefnl andf what monftrouft riling* arc 
thefc? 
And then thcyaaHatlfcofe they canqat p Leafc ; 
Conclude us only partial so the Dead, 
And grudge *he£igft of aid Ben. Jowwsotfs Head \ 

When the iocrinikk Value of die Stage 
CanXcarcebc judg'dtout by a following Age : 

For Dances, Flutes, Italian Songs, and&ihimc, 
May fceepop finking Nonfenfe for a time : 
But that moft fail, which now £o much o'cr-rulcs, 
And Scnfe no longer will fubnak to Fools. 

By painful Steps at laft we labour up 
Tarnajfus' Hill, on whofe bright airy Top, 
The Efick Poets fa divinely {how, 
And with juft Pride behold the reft below. 

Hcroick 
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Heroick Poems have a juft Pretence 

To be the utmoft ftretch of human Sen fc 5 

A Work 6f fuch ineftimable Worth, 

There are buttwo the World has yet brought fortBj 

Homer and Virgil ! with what facred Awe* •' 

Do thofe mere Sounds the World's Attention draw ! 

Juft as a Changeling feems below the reft 

Of Men, or rather is a two-legg'd Beaft $ 

So thefe'Gigantick Soulsamazd we find 

As much above the reft of Human Kind ! . • < 

Nature's whole Strength united i endlefi Pame, 

And Univerfal Shouts, attend their Name ! 

Read Homer once, and you can read no more 3 

For all Books elfe appear fo mean, fo poor, 

Verfe will feem Profe 5 but ftill perfift to read, 

And Homer will be all the Books you need. 

Had Bossu never writ, the World ; had ftill, 

Like Indians, view'd this wondrGus Piece of Skill j 

As fomething of Divine, the Work admir'd : 

Not hop'd to be inftru&ed, but infpir'd : 

But 
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But he, difcloiing facrcd Myfterics, 
Has fhewn where all the mighty Magick lies j 
Dcfcrib'd the Seeds, and in tyhat order fowtt, 
That have to fuch a vaft Proportion grown. 
Sure, from fome Angel he the Secret knew* 
Who through this Labyrinth has lent the Clue I 

But what, alas ! avails it poor Mankind, 
To fee this promised Land, yet ftay behind i 
Thfc Way is fliewn, but who has Strength td go ? 
Who can all Sciences profoundly know ? 
Whofe Fancy flies beyond wcakReafon's Sight, 
And yet has Judgment to direft it right ? 
Whofe juftDifcernment, ViRGiL-like, is fuch, 
NeVer to fay too little, or too much ? 
Let fuch a Man begin without delay 5 
But he nluft do beyond what I can fay j 

Muft above Tasso's lofty Flights prevail, 
Succeed where Spencer, and ev'n Milton fail* 
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BRUTUS 

L 

* r M MSfaid, that Favorite, Mankind, 
-*- Was made the Lord of all below ; 

But yet the a doubtful are b concernd to find, 

Tis c only one Man tells another fo. 
And, for this great Dominion here, 
Which over other Beafts we claim, 

. d Reaforty our bed Credential docs appear j 
By which indeed we domineer j 

But how abfurdly, we may fee with fhame. 
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Reafon, that folemn Trifle! light as Air 5 
Driv'n up and down, by c Cenfure, orApplaufcJ 

By partial Love away 'tis blown, 
Or the leaft Prejudice can weigh it down 5 " 
Thus our high Privilege becomes our f Snare* 

In any nice, and weighty Caufe, 
How weak, atbeft, is Reafon! yet the Grave 
Ifflpofc on that finall Judgment which we havci 

H. 

In all thofe Wits, whofe Names have fpread fo wide} 
And ev*n the force of Time defy'd, 
Some Failings yet may be defcry'd. 
Among the reft, with Wonder be it told 
That Brutus is admir'd for Cesar's Death i 
By which he yet furvives in Fame's immortal Breath* 
Brutus, ev n he, of all the reft, 
In whom we fhould that Deed the moftdetcftj 
Is of Mankind eftcem'd the beft* 

La As 
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As Snow defending from fomc lofty Hill, 
Is by its fowling Couffe augmenting (till* 
So from illuftrious Authors down have rowl'd 
Thofe great Encomiums he rcceiv'd of old : 
Rcpublick Orators ftill fhew Efteem, 

And guild their Eloquence with * Praife of him. 
But Truth unvaiFd like a bright Sua appears, 
To fhine away this Heap of fev'ntcen hundred Years, 



III. 



fri Vain 'tis urg'd by an * illuftrious Wit, 
{To whom in all befides I willingly fubmit) 
That Cesar's Life no Pity could defcrvc 
From one who kill'd himfelf, rather than ferte. 
Had Brutus chofc rather himfelf to flay, 

Than any Mafter to obey j 
Happy for Rome had been that noble Pride * 
The World had then remain d in Peace, and only 
Brutus dy'd. 



for 
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For hyp, whofc 5ot*l difdains to own 
Subjection to a Tyrant's Froyn, 
And his own Life would rather end 5 
Woitfd, fure/much rather kill himfelf, than only hurt 
his Friend. 
To his own Sword in the Tkilippim Field 

Brutus indeed at lad did yield; 
But in thofe Times Self-killing was not rare % 
And his proceeded only from Defpair ; 

He might have chofen * elfcto live, 
In hopes another Casar would forgives 
Then for the good of Rome he could once more 
Confpire againft a Life which had fparcd his before. 

IV. 

Our Country challenges our utmoft Care, 
And in our Thoughts defcrves the tender'ft Share 5 
Her to a thoufand Friends we fhould prefer > 
Yet not k betray 'em tho* it be for her. 

L 3 Hard 
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Hard is his Heart whom no Defcrt can move 

A Miftrcfs, or a Friend to love, 
Above whatever he does befides enjoy 5 

But may he for their fakes, his Sire, or Sons deftroy ? 
Forfacredjuftice, or for publick Good, 
Scorn'd be our Wealth, our Honour, and oar Blood : 
In fuch a Caufc, Want is a happy State 5 
Ev'n low Difgracc would be a glorious Fate 3 
And Death itfelf, when noble Fame furvives, 
More to be valu d than a thoufand Lives. 

But 'tis not, furely, of fo fair Renown, 
(To fpill another's Blood, as to expofe our own * 

Of all that's ours we cannot give too much * 
But what belongs to Fricndlhip, oh, 'tis Sacrilege to 
touch. 

V. 

r CanweJiandfyunmov'd, and fee 
Our Mother robb'd and ravijh'd ? Qan we be 

Excus'd, 
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Excusdy if in her Caufe we never Jlir 7 
T leas 1 d with theStrength and Beauty oftheRavifben 

Thus fings our Bard with almoft Heat divine j 
Tis pity that his Thought was not m as ftrong as fine* 
Would it more juftly did the Cafe exprefs, 
Or that its Beauty and its Grace were left. 

(Thus a Nymph fometimes we fee, 

Who fo charming fecnis to be, 

That, jealous of a foft Surprize, 

We fcarcc durft truft our eager Eyes) 
Such a fallacious Ambufh to efcape, 
It were but vain to plead a willing Rape 5 
A valiant Son would be provok'd the more. 5 

■ 

A n Force we therefore muft confefs, but a&ed long 
before 1 
A ° Marriage fince did intervene, 
With all the folemn and the facrcd Scene 5 
Loud was the Hymenean Song j 
The violated * Da,me walk'd fmilingly along, 



• Rome* 
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And in the midft of the moft facrcd Dance, 

As if enamoiir'd of his Sight, 
Often (he caft a kind admiring glance . 
On the bold Strugler for delight 5 
Who afterwards appear'd fo moderate, and cool* 
As if fpr publick Good alone he fo defir'd to rule, 

VI. 

But oh, that this were all which we can. urge 
Againft a Roman of fo great a Soul ! 
And that p fair Truth permitted us to purge 

Kis Fad, of what appears fo foul ! 
Friendfhip, that facrcd, and fublimeft thing ! 
The nobleft Quality and chiefeft Good, 

(Inthis q dullAge fcarce underftood) 
Infpircs us with unufual Warmth, her injur'd Rites 
to fing. 

r Affift, yc Angels, whofc immortal Blif$, 

Tho' more rcfin'd, chiefly confilb in this ! 

How 
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* How plainly your bright Thoughts to one another 

fhine! 
Oh, how ye all agree in Harmony divine ! 
The Race of mutual Love with equal £eal ye run j 
A x Courfe, as far from any end, as when at firft begun* 

• Ye faw, and fmil'd upon this matchlefs Pair, 
Who ftill betwixt them did fo many Virtues (hare, 
Some which belong to Peace, and fomc to Strife, 
Thole of a calm, and of an adive Life, 
That all the Excellence of Humane Kind 
Concurr'dto make of both but one united Mtndj 

Which Priendfhip did fo faft and clofely bind, 
Not the leaft Cement could appear, by which ttycir 
Souls were join d. 
That Tyc which holds our mortal Frame, 
Which poor unknowihg we a Soul and Body name, 

Seems not a Compolition more divine, 
Of more abftrufe, thap all that does inPriendfhip 
ihine. 



VII- 
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VII. 
From mighty Cjesak, and his boundlefs'Grace, 
Tho' Brutus w once at leaft, his Life receiv'd 5 
Such x Obligations, tho J fo high believ'd, 

Are yet but flight in fuch a cafe, 
Where Friendfhip fo poffeffes all the Place, 
There is no room for Gratitude 5 fince he, 
Who fo obliges, is more pleas'd than his fav'd Friend 

can be. 
Juft in the midft of all this noble Heat, 
While their great Hearts did both fo kindly beat, 
That it amaz'd the Lookers on, 
And fore'd them to fufpeft a * Father and a Son 5 
(Tho' here ev'n Nature's fclf ftill feem'd to be out- 
done) 
From fuch a Friendfhip unprovok'd to fall, 
Is horrid, yet I wilh that Fa£t were y all, 
v Which does with too much caufe ungrateful Brutus 

call. 



* Cdfar was fiifpedted to have begotten Brutus. 

vm. 
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vul 

In coolcft Blood he lay'd a long De%n 
Againft his beft and deareft Priend j 
Did cv'n his Foes in Zeal exceed, 
To fpirit others up to work fo black a Deed ; 
Himfelf the * Center where they all did join. 
Cmsar mean time, fearleft, and fond of him, 

Was as induftrious all the while 
To give fuch a ample Marks of fond Efteem, 
As made the graveft Remans fmile, 
To fee with how much eafeLove can theWife beguile,' 
He whom thus Brutus doom'd to bleed, 
Did, fetting his own Race afide, 
Nothing lefs for him provide, 
Than in the World's great Empire to fucceed ; 
yfhich we are bound in Juftice to allow 
Is all-fufficient Proof to fhow 
That Brutus did not ftrike for his own ftke : 
Andif, alas, hefail'd, 'twas only by miftake. 

2 NOTES. 
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•'HT^HE 'Dau&tful.'] In which number arc com- 
JL prehended all the Sceptics of both Sorts, w^. 
they who without much confideration are apt to 
(light the Holy Bible, and all Religion depending on 
it, becaufe they have neither the Patience, nor the 
Parts, to examine any thing throughly j and others 
more modeft, who would on feveral accounts ac- 
cept thofe Do&rincs which are taught us, if their 
Judgment informed by a well-meaning and indu- 
ftrious Inquiry (which is all that God has given 
us for our Guide) did not perceive, infomeofthem 
at leaft, a manifeftAbfurdity j apprehending *lfo a 
kind of Impiety in believing things inconiiftent not 
only with common Senfe, but with that reverend 
notion we ought to have of the Deity. They con- 
ceive it to be one of thofe Abfurditics, that a poor 
Animal call'd a Man, fhould be inveftpd by God 
with a right of dpfpotick Dominion qver all the 

reft 
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reft of the Creation, when all the while we are but 
too plainly fcnfible of being unable to comprehend 
rightly the minuteft part of it. Should we not, (fay 
they) undervalue and laugh at one of our felvcs, for 
giving a large Patrimony to a Booby Son, without 
inftru&ing or breeding him up to underftand or en* 
joy it > But when no other Anfwer is to be well 
made, the Reply to all is ; that, as odd as this ap- 
pears, yet God has done it, and therefore we ought 
to believe it well done, and highly prudent ; which 
moft certainly is a true Confequence, if the Pre- 
mifles were right ; but that will be examined im- 
partially in the following Notes* 

b Concern* d.^ A Word of a double Signification \ 
both of being interefted in a Buiinefs, and of being 
troubled at any ill Succefs of it The Word in this 
place implies both 5 firft, becaufe the Doubtful are 
a part of Mankind who claim this Dominion, and 
fo are reafonably inquifttive about it j and fecondly, 
becaufe they have occafion to be troubled upon find- 
ing their Title to it fo very weak, after fo much 
Wealth and Blood fpent in the Controverfy. Tis 
well too, if we are not one Day caird to account, 
and made to pay dear Cofts for fo contentious a 
Quarrel, 

Onty 
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c Only one Man.] Here now comes properly the 
Examination of what grounds they go on, who pre- 
tend that God has done us this great Honour, and 
that therefore we ought to believe it well and wifely 
done, whatever Incongruities may appear in it 5 
which is a confequence that muft certainly be agreed 
to, if the firft part can be as well made out : But 
alas (fay out Sceptics) when we come to that, in- 
ftead of a Proof, there is nothing produced but one 
poor Text in Genejis, whether written by Mofes 
or fome other Man, (for that is now difputed among 
Divines themfelves) is of no importance, fince a 
Man (till, one of our own imperfed, unknowing 
kind 5 and, if he is to be credited on his fingle 
Word againft all ourSenfe andReafori, in a thing 
alfo that feems to derogate fo much from the infinite 
Wifdom of divine Providence, fure there is need 
firft of proving him infallible 5 whereas all the Proof 
of that is only derived by Tradition from other Men 
ftill, who therefore cannot certify for one another. 
TTis faid alfo by thefe Sceptics, that 'tis worth our 
obferving, how the Author of this Text of Mans 
Dominion over all other Creatures, has written ano- 
ther very extraordinary one, vix. that God walked 
in the Garden of Eden in the cool of the Evening 5 
which, if excus'd on the account of being only a fi- 
gurative Expreflion, yet much invalidates a Narra- 
tion 
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tion of fuch a vaft Importance, that Tropes and Fi- 
gures feem a little improper in it. Divines are un- 
willing to fave its Credit by the difficulty of our 
underftanding* the Hebrew Tongue, (tho* no ill Ex* 
cufe, itnee it is allowed to be fometimes unintelligi- 
ble) for fear of their Adverfaries making the fame 
Objc&ion to other Texts as extraordinary, and per- 
haps to all the Old Teftament. Upon the whole 
Matter, and to end fo tedious a Note, 'tis probable 
the wife Author of Genejis, for Reafons that might 
be given, and many more which we now cannot 
guefs at, had found it fit and neceflary to infufe 
this Opinion of Mans Superiority into the Jews. 
And who knows but it was as needful to encourage 
them againft the Beads of a Wildernefs in which 
they wander'd fo long, as againft the Kings of Ca- 
naan i whom Moses, like a wife Leader, afliired 
them before-hand the Lord would deliver into their 
hands. 

d Reafons Left their aforefaid Argument in de- 
fence of this Opinion may not appear convincing, 
Divines have added that of Rcafon, and fet it up to 
be not only an inftance, but an evidence of our 
Title over all things 5 as being a particular Talent 
and Bleffing beftowed on Mankind alone. But the 
Sceptics evade this again, firft, by denying that 'tis a 

Talent 
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Talent peculiar to Man, finCe other Animals appear 
manifeftly endued with it, at leaft to foitac decree * 
and, if that degree be found inferior, yet the Dif- 
ference feems as great fometihies between one Man 
and another, and (perhaps they may fay merrily) 
even between themfelves and their Adverfarie* 
Secondly , they find this Reafon, to be fuch a narrow, 
mifleading, uncertain Faculty, that, in their Opi- 
nion, 'tis much unworthy of being the great Cre- 
dential from the moft high God for domineering over 
all our Fellow-Creatures, who indeed feem neither 1 , 
to owe us, nor pay us Obedience. And if the bokU 
eft Maintainer of this Opinion would be perfuaded 
to take a walk into a Wildernefs of wild Beafts, 
(hewing his Credential among them ; 'tis probable 
they would all pay as great Submiffion to it, as fuch 
a rational Aftion defcrv'd. 

* Cmfure y or Applaufe.'X Either of thcfe, If any 
thing general, is enough to carry away the Opinion 
of moft People, who judge more by the Eat, than 
the Eye 3 of which there are ridiculous Inftances 
enough. I have feen a Man who was popular, not 
only excufed but applauded, on account of the very 
fame Aftion for which another lay juftly under a 
publick Odium. 
x 

Snare t 
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* Snare.'} If wc did not truft fo much to this 
noble Faculty of Reafon, but chiefly to our Senfes, 
as other Creatures do; we fhould be no more de- 
ceived than they are, who fcldom play the fool 
and hurt themfelvcs by their profound Considera- 
tions, as many a wife Man docs. Was any Beaft 
ever feen to leap chearfully into a Fire, like the 
Widows and Slaves in India ? Which tho' Wives 
in thefe Parts are not extremely apt to imitate ; 
yet even among us, how many People of all Reli- 
gions have fuffer'd and fought out Death on fevcral 
Accounts, that are not much lefs unreafonable. ' 

• 'Prai/esJ] I believe no Man had ever a greater 
Reputation than Brutus, not only for Learning, 
Parts, and Eloquence, but fop a Quality above all 
that, moral Honefty : Whofe Glory therefore I would' 
by no means endeavour to leflen, except in this 
fingle A&ion 5 nor in that neither as to his Defign 
in doing it $ for I have a real Veneration for him, 
but yet more for Truth. I fancy the general Par- 
tiality for Brutus as to his killing C jesar, has pro- 
ceeded from two Caufes ; firft, the common Cu- 
ftom of the World to cry up whatever they are like 
to be the better for j and fo on the contrary : as 
for example, Prodigality, a Vice equal to Avarice, 
tho' not fo fordid, is commonly rather commended 

Vol* L M than 
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than blamed, and called Generofity, which is a 
Virtue. Thus in Common-wealths (which, by the 
way, have bred always the beft Writers) nothing 
could be more beneficial than killing any great 
afpiring Per fon 5 and therefore thofe refined Wits 
put the beft glofs upon fuch Inhumanities. The 
other caufe of their Partiality is the almoft unpa- 
rallel'd Merit of the Man, whofe very doing a 
thing was enough to make every body think it jufy 
But nothing is fo dangerous as to be led into this 
fort of Miftakc for want of confidering, that as 
the worft Men do well fometimes, the very beft 
are not infallible. 

1 Chofe to live.'] This is the hardeft thing I hav« 
faid of Brutus in this whole Ode 5 which the 
thought of Cesar's Clemency, and his Ingratitude 
has wrung from me : For, tho' a Benefa&or may 
carry himfelf afterwards fo unjuftly as to forfeit all 
Title to our Friendfhip, and perhaps to our Ser- 
vice alfo i yet to return him Evil for Good, is in 
my Opinion horrible, and the very reverfe of 
Christ's excellent Sermon of Morality. And ftnee 
he kill'd Ci£SAR after receiving a Pardon of his 
Life from him, I do Brutus no wrong in fuppo- 
fing him again capable of the fame Fault againft 
another Ci£Sar, whom he neither knew, nor loved 
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(b well 5 fince the publick Good and Liberty of 
Rome were as much concern'd in deftroying one 
as the other. 

* Betray.] In this inftance of betraying a Friend, 
and in the following one, of deftroying one's Father, 
or Children 5 my meaning only is, that whatever 
Obligation or Concern we happen to be under, it 
may be a good Reafon for facrificing our Intereft 
to it, but not our Honefty, by doing any ill-natur'd 
or immoral Adion. 

* Can we.] In repeating thefe fourVerfesofMr. 
Cow ley y I have done an unufual thing i for not- 
withstanding that he is my Adverfary in the Ar- 
gument, and a very famous one too, I could not 
endure to let fo fine a Thought remain as ill exprefs'd 
in this Ode, as it is in his 5 which any body may 
find by comparing them together. But I would 
not be underftood as if I pretended to correft Mr. 
Cowley 7 tho' Expreffion was not his beft Talent : 
For, as I have mended thefe few Verfes of his, I 
doubt not but he could have done as much for a 
great many of mine. 

m Asfttongy as fine.] I, who oppofe his Argu- 
ment, muft be allow'd to fay 'tis not a good one; 

M 2 tho 
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tho* at the fame time I acknowledge it to be fb 
fine a Fallacy, and to have fomcthing in it fo ve- 
ry fublime, that it impofes on our Reafon as much as 
CAESAR did on Rome ; and may be a little excufed 
by that Ufurper's Apophthegm, Si violandum eft 
jus, regnandi can fa eft. 

n A Rape."\ No body argtics well, who does not 
argue fairly i and therefore I freely admit there 
was a Rape in the Cafe at firft, which is not to be 
defended. Accordingly, if Brutus had kill'd 
Caesar at the famous Battle of Thar/alia, he 
might have prevented this Rape, and his own 
Crime befides in revenging it fo long afterwards. 
But, inftcad of confpiring againft his Life at that 
time, he only beggdhisown. 

° A Marriage ftnce.~] Cesar was inexcufablc for 
doing violence to his Country ; yet Rome at laft 
finding him fo mild a Govcrnour, and fo excellent 
a Pcrfon in all rcfpccls, fubmitted chearfully to 
him 5 all hergrcatcftMen, of whom Brutus him- 
fclf was one, acquiefcing entirely under his Di&a- 
torfhip : which has made me carry on Mr. Cowley's 
Metaphor a little farther than he did, and give his 
violated Matron in Marriage 5 luppofing Rome a 
wealthy Bride, who, out of Kindncfs and Prudence 

to- 
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together, is willing enough to make the beft of it, 
and to efpoufe an agreeable Ravifher. 

p Fair Truth.'] He was a wife Man who faid Wo- 
men were ftronger than cither the King, or Wine $ 
but his Wifdom appcar'd moft in preferring Truth 
to them all. She has a Beauty out-fhining all the 
Art and Eloquence in the World 5 and I lhould not 
wonder to fee a very Deift willing to die *a Mar- 
tyr for her, tho* he bcliev'd no Rcfurredion, and 
expeded no Reward. There was one of that Prin- 
ciple lately among the Turks 5 4 Man of Parts, and 
in nothing fantaftical, who, rather than renounce 
fome Dodrines he maintained againft a future Life, 
and the foolilh Supcrftition of adoring Mahomet, 
chole rather to die as calmly and as confiderately 
as Socrates himfclf. 



\ 



q In this bafe Age.'] Tis almoft incredible what 
the Ancients have writteiy, and really performed of 
Priendfhip. And therefore we fee the famous old 
Tragedies are often turn'd all upon that; whereas 
ours are only fill'd with Love j which, tho' as ten- 
der a Concern as the other, yet (a Woman being 
one of the Parties) is uncapable of many fublime 
Thoughts that arife among the Men, a Sex fo much 
snore Jaiowing and adive in the World. And even 

M 3 for 
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for Softncfs itfclf, it will be hard to fhew a Scene 
more moving than that between Amyntor and 
Melantius in the Maids-Tragedy ; whichlfhould 
be forry to fee without great Emotion, fince 'tis 
a fhrewd fign of being both dull and ilUnaturd. 
No body has equall'd the Ancients on this Subjeft, 
except Montagne, who on all Subje&s has hard- 
ly been equall'd by the Moderns. The -worft of 
it is, this Friendftup is a Virtue which dpes not 
depend upon one's fclf alone to have ; for in fuch 
a felfilh Age, one Man, tho' never fo capable of 
it, may look about a great while before he finds 
but another 5 and this Contrad will never hold, 
without an exaft Counterpart. 

x ^Jfift y e Angels.^ All Religions agree in be- 
lieving that fuperiour Beings affift us on fome im- 
portant Occafions 5 but above all Poetry, and efpe- 
cially this kind of it, has an eftablifh'd Right to de- 
pend on lnfpiration. To {peak Truth, all Poets 
have endeavour'd to hide their Vanity under this 
Veil of pretended Modefty 5 nothing feeming more 
humble than to diftruft themfelves, and implore 
Affiftancc, while at the fame time they prefum'd 
that fomething like divine lnfpiration might fhine 
out in their Poems. On which occasion (thefe Notes 
being already a rjipibling fort of Rhapfpdy) I will 
3 veiv 
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venture to fay a little on a Subjed, of which ci- 
thers, for ought I can find, have not faid much: 
I mean, of that which Poets call a Mufe, by whom 
they pretend to be infpir'd, and is by all under- 
ftood to be a Genius for Poetry 5 to which Genius 
a Poet may be allowed in feme mcafureto pretend, 
becaufe whoever wants it, tho* with never fo good 
Words and fmooth Cadence, is yet little better 
than a player at Crambo. My imperfe* Notion 
of a Genius is this, whichl fubmitto better judg- 
ments 5 I think it a happy Temper of the Brain, 

„ • 'A «f Pancv and "Judgment, that as 
fo equally mixd ot tancy auu J » 

.!r Heat of Imagination is apt to fpnng all fort 
S *£ "f^ ^rundcrftanding Faculty is ftillneat 
^ hXtofclea the good, and to rc)ea the reft. 

< How Plainljl This is according to the univer- 
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have no End 5 and we have as good an Opinion 
of our own Souls alfo. 

"Tmfawandfmild^ Since Angels arc fuppos'd 
to be particularly concern'd for mapkind, (tho* I 
confefs I think we are very unworthy of that Ho- 
nour) they muft needs be pleas'd with feeing in us 
any fort of Virtue, cfpccially this fort of Friend-r 
{hip, fo much pra&is'd by themfclves. 

w Life received.^ Befidcs that Brutus received 
his Life once from C.£sar on the account of thp 
Civil War, he was very much fufpe&ed to be his 
Son i and the more, becaufc of his great Foridnefs 
of him. Tis certain the time of Cesar's Intrigue 
yith Servilia is very confiftent with it. But 
his forgiving him at Thar/alia was not fo much 
as the leaft .Proof of it 5 for the Mother's paft Fa-r 
yours had been alone fufficient to procure a Par- 
don for her Son, efpccially with fo jnprciful % 
Mature as Cesar's. 

* Obligations.^ This to fome Humours is like 
plough to appear an over-refinement j and I ex- 
ped they will rather fancy to have the plcafure of 
receiving good turns, let who will take the other 
of doing them. But I appeal to many, if they 

hav£ 
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have not found the doing aKindnefsa much great- 
cr Satisfadtion than receiving one. Yet I admit 
the latter part to be very agreeable alfo, when 'tis 
from worthy Perfons 3 being a new Inftance of their 
Eftcem and Favour. 

7 Alt] Becaufe a Fa£t committed in Paffion, or 
by Inadvertence, is nothing in comparifon with 
one done on Deliberation, and by a long-lay'd 
Defign : Which fo far excus'd Alexander's killing 
of Clytus, that it has leflfen d his great Fame of 
being generous and good-natur'd. 

* The Center.] This was fo great a Defign, that 
none but fuch an extraordinary Perfon as Brutus 
could have brought it about by his Influence over 
all the Confpirators 5 who being the chief Patriots 
among the nobleft People that ever the Sun fhin'd 
on, I cannot but think Brutus appears higher at 
the Head of fuch an illuftrious Party, than Caesar 
himfelf commanding the whole Roman Empire. 

* Ample Marks .] Caesar had in a publick man- 
ner given Brutus the preference to Cassius, and 
to all Rome befides, by making him chief Trator 
& fipw Day? before he Jailed him ? 

*Em« 
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b Empire.] It was generally believ'd in Rome, 
that CLesar thought Brutus the fitted Man to 
fucceed him 5 which therefore excufes Brutus Co 
far, as it is a Proof of his preferring the good of 
the Common- wealth not only to his beft Friend, 
but to the higheft Temptation of Intcreft and 
Ambition that could poilibly be laid in any Man's 
way. 
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TT Yield, I yield, and can no longer flay 
-** My eager Thoughts, that force theinfelvcs away? 
Sure, none infpir'd ( whofe Heat transports 'em ftill 
Above their Reafon, and beyond their Will) 
Can firm againft the ftrong Impulfe remain : 
Cenfure it felf were not fo (harp a Pain. 
Let vulgar Minds fubmit to vulgar Sway 5 
What Ignorance (hall think, or MaHce fay, 
To me are Trifles ; if the knowing few, 
Who can fee Faults, but can fee Beauties too, 
Applaud that Genius which themfelves partake, 
And ipare (he Poet for the Mufe's fake. 

The 
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The Mufe who raifes mc from humble Ground, 
To view the vaft and various World around : 
How faft I mount ! In what a wond'rous way 
I grow tranfported to this large Survey ! 
I value Earth no more, and far below 
Methinks I fee the bufy Pigmies go. 
My Soul entranced is in a Rapture brought 
Above the common Trafts of vulgar Thought : 
With Fancy wing'd, I feel the purer Air, 
And with Contempt look down on human Care. 

Airy Ambition, ever foaring high, 
Stands firft expos'd to my cenforious Eye. 
Behold fome toiling up a flipp'ry Hill, 
Where, tho' arriv'd, they muft be toiling (till : 
Some, with unfteady Feet, juftfall'nto Ground % 
Others at top, whofe Heads are turning round, 
To this high Sphere it happens ftill that feme, 
The moft unfit, are forwardeftjo come 5 
Yet among thefe are Princes fore'd to chufc, 
Or feek out fuch as would perhaps refufe. 

Favour 
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Favour too great is fafely plac'd on none j , 
And foon becomes a Dragon, or aDrone. 
Either remifs and negligent of all, , 
Or elfe imperious and tyrannical. 

The Mufc infpircs mc now to look agen, 
And fee a meaner fort of fordid Men 
Doating on little Heaps of yellow Duft j 
For that, defpifing Honour, Eafe, and Luft. 
Let other Bards, expreffing how it (hines, 
Defcribe with Envy what the Mifer finds ; 
Only as Heaps of Dirt it feems to mc, 
Where we fuch defpicable Vermin fee i 
Who creep throughTilth a thoufand crooked Ways, 
Infenfiblc of Infamy, or Praife : 
Loaded with Guilt, they ftill purfue their Courfe ; 
Not ev'n reftrain'd by Love, or Friendfhip's Force. 

Not to enlarge on fuch an obvious Thought j 
Behold their Folly, which tranfeends their Fault ! 
Alas, their Cares and Cautions only tend 
To gain the Means, and then to loie the End. 

j Liko 
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Like Heroes in Romances, ftill in Fight 
For Miftreffes that yield them no Delight* 

This, of all Vice, does moft debafe the Mind, 
Gold is it felf th* Allay to Human-kind. 

Oh happy Times, when no fuch thing as Coin 
E'er tempted Friends to part, or Foes to join ! 
Cattle, or Corn, among thole harmlefs Men, 
Was all their Wealth, the Gold and Silver then : 
Corn was too bulky to corrupt a Tribe, 

And bellowing Herds would have betray'd the Bribe, 
Ev*n Traffick now is Intercourfe of 111 ; 

And ev'ry Wind brings a new Mifchicf ftill 3 

By Trade we flourifli in our Leaves and Fruit, 

But Avarice and Excefs devour the Root. 
Thus far the Mufe unwillingly has been 

Fix'd on the dull, lefs happy forts of Sin ; 

But, now more pleas'd, (he views the difFrent ways 

Of Luxury, and all its Charms furveys. 

Dear Luxury ! thou foft, but fure Deceit ! 

Rife of the Mean, and Ruin of the Great! 

Thou 
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Thou furc Prefagc of ill-approaching Fates ! 
The Bane of Empires, and the Change of States ! 
Armies in vain refift thy mighty Pow'r 5 
Not the worft Conduft would confound them more. 
Thus Rome her felf, while o'er the World fhe flew, 
And did by Virtue all that World fubdue, 

Was by her own vidorious Arms opprefs'd* 
And catch'd Infe&ion from the conquered Eafi 5 

Whence all thofe Vices came, which foon devour 
The beft Foundations of Renown, and Pow'r. 

But, oh, what need have we abroad to roam, 
Who feel too much the fad Effefts at home, 
Of wildExcefs? which we fo plainly find, 

Decays the Body, and impairs the Mind. 
But yet grave Fops muft not prefume from hence 
To flight the facred Pleafuresof the Senfe : 
Our Appetites are Nature's Laws, and giv'n 
Under the broad authentick Seal of Heav'n. 



Let 
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Let Pedants wrangle, and let Biggots fight, 

To put reftraint on innocent Delight * 

But Heav n and Nature's always in the right i 

They wou'd not draw poor wretched Mortals in, 

Or give Deiircs that (hall be doom'd for Sin. 

Yet, that in height of harmlefs Joys we may 

Laft to old Age, and never lofe a Day j 

Amidft our Pleafures we our fclves fhould fpare, 

And manage all with Temperance and Care. 

The Gods forbid but we fometimes may ftcep 

Our Joys in Wine, and lull our Cares aflcep : 

It raifes Nature, ripens Seeds of Worth, 

As moift'ning Pi&ures calls the Colours forth ; 

But if the Varnifh we too oft apply, 

Alas! like Colours, we grow faint and die. 

Hold, hold, impetuous Mufe : I would reftrain 
Her over-eager Heat, but all in vain 3 
Abandon'd to Delights, (he longs to rove % 
I check her here, and now fhc flies to Love. 



Shews 
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Shews mc fomc rural Nymph by Shepherd chas'd , 
Soon overtaken, and as foon embrae'd 5 
The Grafs by her, as (he by him is prefs'd j 
Forfhame, myMufc, let FancJy guefs the reft : 
At fuch a Point Fancy can never ftay, 
But flies beyond whatever you can fay* 
Behold the fllent Shades, the am'rous Grove, 
The dear Delights, the very Aft of Love. 
This is his loweft Sphere, his Country Scene, 
Where Love is humble, and hisFarebut mean, 
Yet fpringingup without the help of Art, 
Leaves a fincerer Relifh in the Heart $ 
More healthfully, tho* not fo finely fed, 
And better thrives than where more nicely bred. 
But 'tis in Courts where moft he makes a Show, 
And high enthroned, governs the World below 5 
For tho' in Hiftories learn'd Ignorance 
Attributes all to Cunning, or to Chance * 
Love will in thofe Difguifes often fmile, 
And knows, the Caufe was Kindnefs all the while: 
Vol. I, N What 
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What Story, Place, or Petfori cannot prove 
The boundlefs Influence of mighty Love > 
Wherc-e'er the Sun can vig'sous Heat infpirt, 
Both Seies glow, and langnifh with Dcfire. 
The weary'd Swain faft in the Arms of Sleep 
Love can awake, and often fighing keep > 
And bufy Gown-iricn, by forid Love difgiiis'd, 
Will lcifurfc find to make themfelves defpis'd. 
The proudeft Kings fubmit to Beauty's Sway j 
Beauty it felf, a greater Prince than they. 
Lies fometimes languifhing with all its Pride 
By a belov'd, tho* fickle Lover* s Side. 
I meant to flight thefoft enchanting Charm, 

But, oh, my Head and Heart are both too wami, 
I doat on Womankind with all their Faults * 
LoVe turns my Satire into fofteft Thoughts % 

Of all that Paflion which out Peace deftroys, 
Inftcadof Mifchiefs, Idefcribethejoys. 
But fhort will be his Reign (I fear too fhort) 
And prefent Cares fhall be my future Sport* 

Then 
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Then Love's bright Torch put out, his Arrows broke, 
Loofefrom kind Chains, and from th' engagingYoke, 
To all fond Thoughts 111 fing fuch Counter-Charms, 
The Fair fhall liften in their Lovers Arms. 

Now the Enthufiaftick Pit i? (pent, 
I feel my Weakjiefs* and tqolate repent- 
As they who walk in Dreams, oft climb too high 
For Senfc to follow with a waking Eye j 
And in fuch wild Attempts are blindly bold, 
Which afterwards they tremble to behold. 
So I review thefe Sallies of my Pen, 
And modeft Reafon is returned agen ; 
My Confidence I curfe, my Fate accufe, 
Scarce hold from cenfuring the facred Mufe. 

No wretched Poet of the railing Pit, 
No Critick curs'd with the wrong fide of Wit, 
Is more fevcre from Ignorance, and Spite, 
Than I with Judgment againft all I write. 



N* ON 
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AND HIS 

WRITINGS. 

SUCH is the Mode of thefe cenforious Days, * 
The Art is loft of knowing how to praifc 5 
Poets are envious now, andFools alone 
Admire at Wit, becaufe themfelves have none. 
Yet whatfoe'er is by vain Criticks thought, 
Praifing is harder much than finding fault 5 
In homely Pieces ev'n the T)utch excel, 
Italians only can draw Beauty well. 

As Strings, alike wound up, fo equal prove, 
That one refounding makes the other move j 

Prom 
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From fuch a caufe our Satires pleafe fo much, 

We fympathize with each ill-natur'd Touch, 

y^nd as the fharp Infe&ion fpreads about, 

The Reader's Malice helps the Writer out. 

To blame, is eafy 5 to commend, is bold 5 

Yet, if the Mufe infpires it, who can hold i 

To Merit we are bound to give Applaufc, 

{Content to fuffcr in fo juft a Caufe. 

While in dark Ignorance we lay afraid 

Of Fancies, Ghofts, and every empty Shade 5 

Great Hobbs appear'd, and by plain Reafon's Light 

Put fuch fantaftick Forms to fhamefui Flight. 

• * 

Fond is their Fear, who think Men needs muft be 

To Vice enflav'd, if from vain Terrors free 5 
The Wife and Good, Morality will guide ; 
And Superftition all the World befide. 

In Other Authors tho' the Thought be good, 
Tis not fometimes fo cas'ly underftood s 
That Jewel oft unpolifh'd has remained, 
Some Words fhould be left out, and fome explained * 

N 3 So 
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So that in fearchof Senfe, we either ftray. 

Or plfe grow weary in fo rough a way, 

But here fweet Eloquence does always <huk, 

Jn fuch a choice, yaonaffe&ed Style, 

As muft both Knowledge and Delight Impart, 

The Force of Reafon, with theFlowersof Art \ 

Clear as a beautiful tranfpajrent Skin, 

Which never hides the Blood, yet holds it in : 

Like a delicious Stream if ever ran, 

As fmooth as Woman, but as-ftrong as Man. 

Bacon himfelf, whofe univerfal Wit 
Does Admiration through the World beget. 
Scarce more his Age's Ornament is thought* 
Or greater Credit to his Country brought. 

While Fame is young, too weak to fly away, 
Malice purfues her, like fomc Bird of Prey s 
But once on wing, then all the Quarrels cqafe $ 
Envy her felf 'i&glad to be at peace, 
Gives over, weary'd with fo high a Flight, 
Above her r^ach, and fcarcf within her Sight, 

Hobbs 
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Hobbs to this happy Pitch arrived at laft, 
Might havx Jkxxfc&dowp withPridc on Dangers pafc 
But fuch the Frailty is of Human Kind, 
Men toil for Fame, which no Man lives to find i 
*-ong;?Jpening #s4er-gi;pund thi? Chf** i\cs i 
Fame hears no Fruit, till the vain Planter dies. 
Thus Nature, 4it[d with his unufuallength 
Of Life, which put h^rtohcruttuoft Strength, 

■ - 

Such Stock of Wit unable-tofupply, 
Jo /pare her felf ? was glad to-let him 4ic. 



i 
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Written over a GATE, 

TT ERE lives a Man, who by relation 
-*• ~ Depends upon Predeftinations 

For which the Learned and the Wife, 
His U nderftandipg much defpife : 
But I pronounce with loyal Tongue 
Him in the right, them in the wrong. 
For how could fuch a Wretch fucceed ? 
But that, alas, it vrzs'Decreed! 



The 



MISCELLANIES. Uj 



^MIRACLE 1707. 

TL T E R. IT they hate, and Wit they flight* 
^*** They neither ad, nor reafon right, 

And nothing mind but Pence : 
Unskilful they Vi&orious are, 
Conduft a Kingdom without Care, 

A Council without Senfe, 



So Moses once, and Joshua, 
And that Virago Debora, 

Beftrid poor Israel : 
LikeRev'rence pay tothefe ! for who 
Could ride a Nation as they do, 

Without a Miracle ? 



ODE 
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O D E on the Death of Henry 
Purcell. Set to Mufick. 

G\ O O D Angels fnatch'd him eagerly .on higb * 
\ Joyful they flew* fing^ng ^d foajring thro' the 

Sky, 
Teaching his new*flcdgtf Soul to fly \ 
While we, alas ! lamenting lie. 
He went muting all along, 
Compofing new their hcav'nly Song, 
A while his skilful Notes loudHallelujaJi!s drown'd 5 
But foon they ceas'd their own, to catch his pleating 
Sound. 
David himfelf injprov'd the Harmony, 
David in facred Story fo renown'd 
No left foj Mufick, than for Poetry ! 

Genius 
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<3ficWMS fi*blime inekhcr Art : 
Crown'd with Applaufcik^affingall DcfertJ 

A Man jufl after God's own Heajt 1 
J£ humaaOttCs** lawfiil to tfceBloft, 
Already iettkd in -eternal Reft * 
Needsdftuft he wiih that PurjCBm, <mly might 
Have liv*d to fet what he vouchfaf 'd to writq 

For, fine, the nohk Tthitft«of Iaidc 

With tfaetitail Body aeger dies* 

JJut with the Soul afcends the Skies 

From whence at firft it came. 

«. 

Tis fare no little Proof we have 
That part of us furvives the Grave, 
in ourFame below ftill bears a Share : 
Why is the future elfe fo much our Care, 
£Vn in our lateft Moment of Defpair i 
And Death defpi$'d for Fame by all the wife and 
brave ? 
Oh, all ye Jbleft harmonious Quire! 
^WhoPow'r Almighty only love>and only that admire! 

Look 
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Look down with Pity from your peaceful Bow'r 
Oh this fad Ifle perplex'd, 
And ever, cvervex'd 
With anxious Care of Trifles, Wealth, and PowV* 
In our rough Minds due Reverence infufe 
For fweet melodious Sounds, and each harmonious 
Mufe. 
Mufick exalts Man's Nature, andinfpires 
High elevated Thoughts, or gentle, kind Dcftres. 



On 
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On tbeLofsofan only Son, Robert 
Marquis of Normanby. 

/"%UR Mornings gay, andfhining; 
^^ The Days our Joys declare } 
At Evening no repining ; 
And Nights all void-of Care. 

A fond tranfported Mother 

Was often hearcf to cry, 
Oh, "where is fuch another 

So blefs'd by Heav'n as I ? 



A Child at firft was wanting ; 

Now fuch a Son is fent, 
As Parents moft lamenting 

In him would find content 



* « 



» -» 
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A Child, of whom kind Heaven 

Not only Hope beftows, 
But has already given 

Him all our Hopes propofe. 



The happy Sire's poffeffing 
His Share in fuch a Boy, 

Adds (till a greater Bleffing 
To all my other Joy. 

But ah ! this fhiny Weather 
Became too hot to laft ; 

Black Clouds began to gather, 
And all the Sky o'ercaft. 

So fierce a Fever rages, 

We all lie drown'd in Tears j 
And difinal fad Prefages 

Come thund'ring in our Eats* 



Thd 
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The Doubts that made us languish, 
Did worfe, far wdrfe than kill: 

Yet, oh, with all their Anguifli, 
Would we had doubted ftill ? 

But why Co much Digreflton 

This fatal Lois to fltow ? 
Alas, there's no Exprefllon 

Can tell a Parent's Woer* 



4* 
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O N 



Mr. P OPE, 

AND HtS 

POEMS. 

T T 7 IT H Age dccay'd, with Courts and Bufi : 

* * nds tir'd, 

Caring for nothing but what Eafc rcquir'd, 
Too ferious now a wanton Mufe to court, 
And from the Criticks fafe arriv'din Port s 
I little thought of launching forth agen, 
Amidft adventurous Rovers of the Pen 5 
And, after fome fmall undeferv'd Succefs* 
Thus hazarding at laft to make it left. 

t Enco- 
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Encomiums fuit not this ccnforious Time, 
It fclf a Subjcd for Satirick Rhimc * 
Ignorance honoured, Wit and Worth defam'd, 
Folly triumphant, and cv'n Homer blam'd. 

But to this Genius, join d with fo much Art, 
Such various Learning mix'd in ev'ry part, 

Poets are bound a loud Applaufe to pay > 

» 

Apollo bids it, and they muftobey. 

And yet fo wond'rous, fo fublime a thing, 
As the great Iliad, fcarce fliould make me fing j 
Except I juftly could at once commend 
A good Companion, and as firm a Friend. 
One moral, or a mere well-natur'd Deed, 
Can all Defert in Sciences exceed. 



is great Delight to laugh at fome Men's Ways $ 
But a much greater to give Merit Praife. 



Vol- L O STAN< 
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STANZAS, 

T T 7 H E N per my foolifti Bent to publick Good, 
* * Or fonder Zeal fpr fome mifgnided Prince, 
Shall make my dangerous Humour underftood. 
For changing Minifters for Men of Senfe, 

When vainly proud to fliew my publick Carc» 
And cv'n afham'4 to fee three Nations fool'd^ 

I (hall no longer bear a wretched Share 
In ruling ill, or being ovcr-ruTd. 



Then, as old Letchers in a Winter's Night 

■ * 

To yawning Hearers all their Pranks difclofe ^ 
And what Decay deprives them of Delight, 

Supply with vain Endeavours to impofe : 

Juft 
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Juft fo ihall I as idly entertain 

Some (tripling Patriots, .fond of Teeming wife » 
Tell, how I ftill cou'd great Employments gain, 

Without concealing Truths, or whifp'ring Lyes* 

m 

Boaft of fucceeding in my Country's Caufe 
Ev'n againft fome almoft too high to blame $ 

Whom, when advanced beyond the reach of Laws, 
J oft have ridicul'd to Senfe and Shame. 



Spy, I refitted the moft potent Fraud } 
But friendiefs Merit openly approv'd j 

And that I was above the being aw'd 

Nof only by my Prince, but thofp he lov'd. 

Who knows but my Example then may pleafe 
Such noble, hopeful Spirits, as appear 

Willing to flight their Pleafures and their Eafe, 
for Fame and Honour? Till at laft they hear, 

O % After 
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After much Trouble born, and Danger run, 
The Crown afiifted, and my Country fervVI $ 

Without good Fortune I had been undone, 
.Without a good Eftate I might have ftarvVL 



The 
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The EleHion of a Poet Laureat 

in I7ip. 

A Famous Aflcmbly was fummon'd of late : 
To crown a new Laureat camePHOEBUs in ftatej 
With all that Montfaucon him felf could defire, 
His Bow, Laurel, Harp, and abundance of Fire. 



At Bartlemew-Fair ne'er did Bullies fo juftle, 
No County Ele&ion e'er made fuch a buttle : 
From Garret, Mint, Tavern, they all poft away, 

Some thirfting for Sack, fome ambitious of Bay. 

» 

All came with fullConfidencc,flufti'd with vainHope, 
From Cibber and Durfey, to Prior and Pope. 
Phoebus (mil'd on thefe laft, but yet ne'erthcleft, 

Said, he hop'd they had got enough by the Prefs, 

O 3 With 
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With a huge Mountain-load ofHcroical-Lumbef, 
l^hich front TtncsoH to Cttux cr*ry Picfi Ind 

groan'd under ; 
Camc8L«---^£,anda7'dlo(^aUthcrcaixmyLajs 9 

But at prefent I beg you'd but read my £]fo s. 



Lampooners and Criticks rufh'd in like a Tide, 
Stem Dennis and Gildon came firft fide by fide. 
Apollo confe&'d that their Lathes had Stings, 
But Beadles and Hangmen were never chofc Kings. 



Steel long had fo cunningly manag'd the Town : 
He could not be blam'd for expe&ing the Crown : 
Apollo demurr'd as to granting his Wifh, 
But wifh'd him good luck in his Projeft of Fifli. 



Lame Congreve unable fuch things to endure, 
Of Apollo begg'd either a Crown or a Cure ? 
To refiife fuch a Writer, Apollo was loth, 
And almoft inclined to have granted him both. 

When 
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WhcnBUcic inghaM £ame,he fcarcc car'd to befeen* 
Till Phoebus defir'd his old Friend to walk in i 
But a Laureat Peer had never been known, 
The Commoners claim'd that Place as their 0Wi> 

Yet if the kind God had been ne'er fo incliti'd 
To break an old Rule, yet he well knew his Mind, 
Who of fuch Preferment would only make fport, 
And laugh'd at all Suitors for Places at Court. 

Notwithstanding this Law, yet Lansdown wa| 
nam'd, / 

But Apollo with kindnefs his Indolence blam'd ; 
And faid he would chufe him, but that he fhould fear^ 
An Employment of Trouble he never could bear. 

A * Prelate for Wit and for Eloquence fam'd, 
Apollo foon mifs'd, and he needs not be nam'd ; 
Since amidft a wholeBench,ofwhich fome are fo bright* 
No one of them fhincs fo learn'd and polite. 

* Dr. Atterbury, Bijhof */Rochfft«r. 

O 4 To 
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To Shippen, Apollo was cold with Refpcft, 

Since he for the State could the Mufes negled : 
But faid, in a greater Aflembly he fliind, 
And Places were things he had ever declined. 



Tr*-p, Y — g and Vanbrugh expc&ed Reward, 
For fome things writ well, but Apollo dcclar'd, 
That one was too flat, t he other too rough, 
And the third fure already had Places enough. 



Pert B ll came next,' and demanding the Bays, 

Said, thofe Works muft be good, which had Addison's 

Praife 5 
But Apollo reply'd, Child Eustace, 'tis known 
Moft Authors will praife whatfoever's their own. 



Then Ph ps came forth, as ftarch as a Quaker, 

Wfaofe fimple Profcflion's a Paftoral-maker 5 
Apollo advis'd him from Playhoufe to keep, 
And pipe to nought elfe but his Dog and his Sheep. 

J H HS, 
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H— hs, F— ton, and G — y, came laft in the Train, 
Too modeft to ask for the Crown they would gain : 
Phoebus thought them too boihful, and faid the/ 

would need 
More Boldnefs if ever they hop'd to fucceed. 



Apollo now drtfn to a curfed Quandary, 
Was wilhing for Swift, or the fam'd Lady Mart : 
Nay, had honeft Tom Southern but been within 

call — 
But at laft he grew wanton, and laugh'd at them all : 



And fo Tpy ing'one who came only to gaze, 
A Hater of Verfe, and Dcfpifer of Plays : 
To him in great form, without any Delay 
(Tho* a zealous Fanatick) prefented the Bay- 



All the Wits ftood aftonifh'd, at hearing the God 
So gravely pronounce an Election fo odd : 
And tho' Prior and Pope only laugh'd in his Face, 
Moft others were ready to fink in the Place. Vet 
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Yet fomc thought the Vacancy open w?s kept* 
Concluding the Bigot would never accept: 
Bat the Hypocrite told them, he well underftddd, 
Tho'theFun&ion was wicked, the Stipend was good. 



At laft in rufli'd Eusden, and cry'd, " Who (hall 
have it, 
" But I> the true Laureat, to whom the King gave it ) 
Apollo begg'd pardon, and granted his Claim ; 
But vow*d,tho' till then he ne'er heard of his Name* 
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On the TIMES. 

O IN C E in vain our Paribus teach* 
*^ Hear, for once, a Poet preach. 

Vice has loft its very Name, 
Skill and Coz'nage thought the femes 
Only playing well the Game. 
Foul Contrivances wc fee 
CalTd but Ingenuity* 
Ample Fortunes often mode 
Out of Frauds in ev'ry Trade, 
Which an aukward Child afford 

Enough to wed the greateft Lord. 
The Mifer ftarves to raife a Son ; 
But, if 1 once the Fool is gone, 
Years of Thrift fcarceferveaDay, 

Rake-hell fquanders all away. 

i Husbands 
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Husbands freaking for a Place, 

Or toiling for their Pay j 
While the Wives undo their Race 

By Petticoats and Play. 
Breeding Boys to Drink and Dice, 
Carrying Girls to Comedies, 
Where Ma-ma's Intrigues are fhown, 
Which e'er long will be their own. 
Having firft at Sermon flept, 
Tedious Day is weekly kept 
By worfe Hypocrites, than Men, 
Till Monday comes to cheat agen. 
Ev'n among the nobleft-born, 

» 

Moral Virtue is a Scorn * 

Gratitude, but rare at beft 3 
And Fidelity a Jcft. 
All our Wit but Party-mocks 5 
All our Wifdom, railing Stocks : 
Counted Folly to defend 
Sinking Side, or falling Friend. 
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Long an Officer may fcrye $ 
Prais'd, and wounded, he may ftarvc : 
No Receipt, to make him rife, 
Like inventing loyal Lyes. 
t We, whofeAnceftorshaveihin'd 

In Arts of Peace, and Fields of Fame s 
To 111 and Idlenefs inclin'd, 

Now are grown a publick Shame. 
Fatal that inteftine Jar, 
Which produe'd our Civil War ! 
Everfince, how fad a Race I 
Senfelefs, violent, and bafe! 
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ON THE 

DUKE ofrO/JX 

BtniJW to ^^. 

TT Feci a Grange Impulfe, a ftr ong Dcfir e, 

-*• (For what vainThoughtsvtU not aMufciofpirc 

To iing op lofty Subje&s, andtoraifc 

My own low Fame, by writing James 5 Praifc. 

Oft have wc heard the Wonders of his Youth j 
Obfcrv'd thofe Seeds of Fortitude and Truth $ 
Which fince have fpread fo wide, fo wondrous higi 
The Good diftrefs'd beneath that Shelter lie. 

In Arms more aftivc than ev'n War required, 
And in the midft of mighty Chiefs admir'd. 
Of all Heav'ns Gifts, no Temper is fo rare, 
As fo much Courage, mix'd with fo much Care. 

When martial Fire makes all the Spirits boil, 
And forces Youth to military Toil } 

N 
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No wonder it fhould fiercely thpn engage ; 
Women thcmfelves will venture in a Rage ; 
But in themidftof all that furious Heat, 
While fp intent on Anions brave and great, 
]For other Lives to feel fuch tender Fears, 
And carclefs of his own, to care for theirs * 
|s that Compofure which a Hero makes, 
And which illuflrious Yqrk alojie partakes, 
With tfiat great * Man who fe Fame has flown fo fa*, 
Who taught him firft the noble Art of War, 

Oh wondrous Pair, whom equal Virtues crown ! 
Oh worthy of each other's vaft Renown ! 
None but Turenne with York could Glory fliare, 
And none but York deferve fo great a Mailer's Care, 

Scarce was he come to bleft his native Ifle, 
And reap the foft Rewards of glorious Toil, 
But like Alcide^ ftill new Dangers call 
fiis Courage forth, gnd ftill he vanquifh'd all. 

At Sea, that bloody Scejic of boundlefs Rage, 
Where floating Caftks in fierce Flames engage, 

* Vh MAreJfbtl dc ^uremic. (WllCf $ 
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(Where Mars himfelf does fro wningly command, 

And by Lieutenants only fights at Land) 
For his own Fame howe er he fought before, 
For England s Honour yet he ventured more. 

In thofe black Times, when Fa&ion raging high, 
Valour and Innocence were fore'd to fly : 
With York they fled 5 but not depreft Lis Hind, ; 
Still, like a Diamond in the Duft it fhin'd. 
When from afar his drooping Friends beheld 

How in Diftrefs he ev'n himfelf cxccll'd : 
How to his envious Fate, his Country's Frown, 
His Brother's Will, he facrifie'd his own : 
They rais'd their Hearts, and never doubted more 
But that juft Hcav'n would all our Joys reftore. 
So when black Clouds furround Heav'n's glorious 
Face, 
Tcmpeftuous Darkneft covering all the Place 5 
If we difcern but the leaft glimmering Ray 
Of that bright Orb of Fire which rules the Day : 
The chearful Sight our fainting Courage warms 5 
Fix'd upon that, we fear no future Harms. On 
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On the BEIT T. 

W Retched Mankind ! void both of Strength 
and Skill! 
Dextrous at nothing but at doing 111 ! 
In Merit humble, in Pretenfion high % 
Among them none, alas, more weak than I ; 
And none more blind : tho' ftill I worthlefs thought 
The beft I ever fpoke, or ever wrote. 

But zealous Heat exalts the humbled Mind $ * 
Within my Soul fuch ftrong Impulfe I find 
The Heav'nly Tribute of due Praife to pay : 
Perhaps 'tis facred, and I muft obey. 

Yet fuch the Subj efts, various, and fo high! 
Stupendous Wonders of the Deity ! 
Miraculous Effefts of boundlefsPow'r ! 
And that as boundlefs Goodnefs fhining more ! 
All thefe, fo numbcrlcfs, my Thoughts attend, 
Oh where (hall I begin, or ever end i 

But on that Theme which ev*n the Wife abufc, 
So (acred, fofublime, and fo abftrufe, 

■ 

Abruptly to break off, wants no excuft, 
Vol,, J, P While 
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While others valnl y ftrive to know Thee more, 
Let me in filent Reverence adore j 
Wilhing that human Pow'r were higher rais'd, 
Only that Thine mi^ht be more nobly prais'd ! 
Thrice happy Angels in their high Degree j 
Created worthy of extolling Thee ! 

FINIS. 
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PROLOGUE to the Alte- 
ration of JULIUS CMS AR. 

HOpe to mend Shakespear! or to match hi$ Style! 
'Tisfuch ajeft, would make a Stoick finite. 
Too fond of Fame, our Toet foots too high * 
Tet freely owns he wants the Wings Jo fly : 
Sofenfible of his prefumptuous Thought, 
That he confejfes while he does the Fault : 
This to the Fair will no great wonder prove, 
Who oft in Blujbes yield to what they love. 

*Of great eft Aft ions, and of noble ft Men, 
This Story rnoft deferves a Toefs Ten. 
For who cat: wijb a Scene morejuftlyfanid, 
When Rome and mighty Julius are but nanid? 
That State of Heroes, who the World had brav'd ! 
That wondrous Man, whofuch a State inftav'd ! 
Tet loth be was to take Jo rough a way, 
And aft er govern d with Jo mild a Sway, 
At diftance now of f event e en hundred Tears, 
Methinks a lovely Ravijber appears % 
Whom, tho* forbid by Virtue to txcufe, 
A Nymph might pardon, and could fcaxcerefufe. 

P 3 Dramatis 



Confpirators. 



Dramatis Perfon*. 

* w 

Julius Cesar, Diftator. 

Brutus, *\ 

Cassius, 

Dec. Brutus, 

Trebonius, 

Casca, j. 

M . Antontius. 

Junius, One of Cesar's Frecdmcn. 

Portia, Wife of Brutus. 

Lucius, One of his Servants. 

Senators. 

Priefts. ' 

Tradefinen and Citizens. 
Spurinma, A Sooth-fayer. 

This Play begins the Day before Cesar's Death, 
and ends within an Hour after it. 



ACT I. SCENE I 

Enter two Roman Senators at one Door, 
Trebonius and Casca at another. 

I Senator. 

I L, good Trebonius. 

% Senator. 
ealthto worthy Casca." 
fill you go with as to the 

Sports to-day I 

I S E N AT O R. 

cfore this Caesar's Time, 
we had no Shews 
Magnificent as thcfc, P+ The bo: 
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Trebonius. 
But we had Triumphs: 
And tho' the Conqueror fate high exalted, 
We all partook both of his Fame and Merit : 
Thcgaz'd-on Warriour in the gilded Chariot 
Enjo/d his Fill of Fame, but, as Rome's Subjeft : 
And, to his great Renown in glorious Arms, 
A higher, mucheWore valu'd Crown, was added ; 
Immortal Praife for ferving well his Country. 

C ASCA. 

Oh how our Hearts were fir'd at Pompey's Triumphs! 
The Blood more lively dane'd within our Veins : 
The very Image of it ftrikes my Fancy ! 
Methink? I fee a thoufand noble Captives 
Drooping with Grief, which yet was lighter made 
By his kind Ufage. After came the Trcafures > 
Our Treafures ! for it was not then as now, 
When one Man's greedy Gripe ingrofles all, 
We did not, as Law-Suiters for Contention, 
Disburfe more Charges than the Prize was worth ; 
Grow Beggars, only to make others rich. 

Trebonius. 
But then, atlaft, behold cv'n Captive Kings 
In golden Chains with penfive Thought lookdown> 
Remembring they had iis*d their Subjc&s worfe. 

\ Casca. 
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Casca. 

Yet fhew'd a gloomy Comfort through their Sadne& 
For being vanquiih'd by fo brave a People. 

Trebonius. 
Which of us, then, oh which of us went home 
from fuch a Spe&acle unmov'd with Joy, 
With virtuous Pride, to fee our Blood well fpent, 
Our Treafures manag'd, and our Glory raisd ? 

C A S C A. 

Yet ev'n to Pompey, Chief of all our State, 
No Raman but difdain'd a mean Submiflion i 
A Tribute only owing to the Gods. 

Trebonius. 
But now we crouch, and (land in fervile awe 5 
Like Children, fear the Goblin we have made. 
ThisCi£SAR, tho* Dittator, is our Creature, 
And from Ele&ion all his Pride proceeds. 

C A S C A. 

We meet thefe Murmurs now in ev'ry Mouth j 
Ill-boding Sounds to iate unfcttled Power, 
Like new-built Houfes, eafdy blown down. 

Trebonius. 
Yet Ci£SAR, dill intrepidly Serene, 
Goes proudly on, defpifing us, and Danger. 

SCENE 
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SCENE IL 

Enter a Crowd of cotmnmTradeJbien. 

C as a a. 

What's all this Croud, and whither arc yc going, 

My gazing Fellow-Citizens * To wait 

On your own Shame, and flare upon your Bondage I 

i Tradesman. 
I know not what you mean by Shame and Bondage : 
We go to fee great Cesar, and the Sports. 

C A S C A* 

And much good do you, Friend; You little think, 
The Man you fo admire would be your Mailer. 

Tradesman. 
My Mafter ! He would fcorn fo mean a Servant. 
I hope you will not jefl: at mighty CifiSAR > 

[Casca laughs. 

C A S C A. 

I only laugh at you for loving Ci£SAR. 

Tradesman. 
Oh, is that all? Well Sir, make bold with me f 
But have a care of meddling with your Betters. 

Casca. 

Bcttco ! Thou fawcy Citizen, be fdent. 

Trades- 
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Tradesman. 
ThcnlamhufhU Speak you, Sir. 

C ASCA. 

What, to Fools? 
To Men, whofe Minds arc funk in low Submiflion ? 
Born free, and yet contented to be Slaves i 
Form'd like the dull ftrong Horfe, to bear a Rider > 
Weil, we may with, and vent our Rage in Curfes : 
May Cjesar— 

Tradesman. 
Hold; and hear if he (peaks Treafon. 

C a s c A. 

May CifiSAR live, as long as good Men wifh him ! 

Tradesman. 
Why, what does this Man mean ) he prays forC asar. 
Long may he live Rome's great, and wife Di&ator ! 

Trebonius. 

Oh, my good Friends, how blind are thofe Defires ! 
Did you but know how much you curfeyour felves, 
No People, fure, would be fuch Sclf-deftroycrs, 
Tho* but in Wifh. Did ever Men before 
Pray for continuance of a Tyrant Ague 
That (hakes their very Souls ? See, how Rome trem- 
bles, 

And 
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And looks all pale, with lofs of guiltlcfs Blood ! 

Who has not loft a Kiniman, or a Friend, 

Whofc honeft Life the War has facrifie'd 

To this Man's wild Ambition ? 

Nay, are not you dead too ? fince in his Power 

To kill you when he pleafes ? with this difference ; 

That Death, once come, frees ye from all its Force, 

Which every Hour ye now expeft with Terror. 

Before this fatal Time each good Man here 

Was Mafter of the World, and fhar'd the Power ; 

Kings waited on your Votes, and watch'd your Wills : 

But now (I weep to fay how fad a Change !) 

The Greatnefs, nay the Goodnefs of this CjESAR* 

Is founded on our Bafenefs : For, alas ! 

What muft we be, to be forgiv'n by him > 

And do you think, becaufe he gives you Pleafures, 

Treats you with Shows, and popular Appearance, 

That all this Teeming Softncfs is not Shadow i 

A very Trick to lull your Thoughts afleep, 

And then fubjed them t make them mild, and tame, 

Fit for the fervile ufc of being Subjcfts > 

Thofe lofty Thoughts, which like true mettled Hawks 

Were us'd to fly fo ftrong, and foar fo high, 

Which Nature has defign'd to prey on Tyrants, 

Andnottofervcthem; now arc whittled off 

With every Pageant Pomp, and gawdy Show. 

For 
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For (hame, repent of fuch a childifh Folly ; 
And rather tear, like C ato, your own Bowels, 
Than live to fee your Country torn by Tyrants. 

. C A S C A. 

And Pompey too, mcthinks, fliould be remember'd, 
Who died for you fo lately ; on whofe Ruin 
This C&sar (lands, and fcorns us all beneath him* 

Trebonius, 
Sec if they are not mov'd j the Roman Soul 
Now fwells within them. Go, my worthy Friends j 
And, if you needs will fee your Tyrant's Triumph, 
Gaze on him then with angry envious Eyes: 
Be every one a Bafilisk to him j 
Kill him with daring. 

I* C ITIZEtf. 

Farewel worthy Lords ! 
You love your Country, and we love you for it. 

Trebonius. 
Shall we not be accus'd for this i 

C A S C A. 

No matter j 
We break no Laws either of Gods or Men : 
So, if we fall, it is with Reputation 3 
A Fate which Cowards fhun, and brave Men feck. 
|f CifiSAR punifh Men for fpeaking Truth, 
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My honcft Tongue (hall dare his utmoft Doom. 
But here he comes, with all that Pomp and Pride 
In which young Power fo childifhly delights* 



*a*i 



SCENE III. 

Enter Cj£Sar attended by Antony, Brutus, 
C assius, and many other Senators : Sits down 
in a magnificent Seat 9 to behold feveralTHvertifc- 
ments after ^ Roman manner. When the Sports 
are ended, Kktohy prefents him a Crown. 

Antonius. 

Hail, mighty Man! thou Godlike Cesar, hail ! 
Stoop to our Wifhes, and vouchfafe to wear 
This Crown, prefentcd thee by all Mankind : 
Shine on us, like the Sun, in your fall Luftre ; 
While Rome revived lies basking in your Beams, 
And flourifhes beneath that kindly Heat. 
Adorn us with your Pow'r, and make us proud 
Of being Subje&s to fo great a King. 

v* ifi 5 A R« 

I am not call'd your King, but your Di&ator ; 

CCifiSAR defcendsfrom bis Seat to 
the middle of the Stage. 

A Name, I hope, that bears as great a Sound j 

If 
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If not, 'tis no vain Titles that can help it : 
Therefore I both refufe, and flight a Crown, 

tHeputs back the Crown with his Hand, 
at which the ^People flout for Joy. 
Which can add nothing to my Power, or Romfs. 
I'm glad, my Friends, you are fo eafily pleas'd 
With my refilling what I think below me $ 
Were it above me, I fhould quickly reach it. 
Your Kings, it feems, exerted Power fo ill, 
That you expell'd the hated Name for ever. 
But 'tis the Tyranny, not Name, ye fear; 
And that my Soul abhors, as much as you. 
Witnefs, ye Gods, I have no other Aim 
Than to advance your Good, and my own Honour. 

Antonius. 

Take then this Crown, which feems fo much for 
both j {Offering the Crown once more. 

For Pow'r well plac'd, can never be too great. 

CifiSAR. 

Again I this needs not 5 'tis unfeemly Joy * 

£Ci£SAR refufes it, and they flout 
afecond time. 
It looks as if you doubted me before, 
And are furpriz'd to find my Moderation. 

3 Anto* 
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Antonius. 

TTisI, Sir, amfurpriz'd; but 'tis with Grief, 

[He offers the Crown the third tme. 
To fee you fhun a Pow'r, you ought to fcek * 
At leaft, rcjeft it not with fuch Irreverence 5 
Crowns are the faircft Prefents of the Gods. 

Ci£SAR. 

Again! iHe refujes it again, and they 

flout the third time. 
Peace, you unmannerly, unthinking Crowd! 
Arc you fo pleas'd ? and have I no way left 
But this, to be as popular as Pompev ? 
How have I us'd my Pow r, that you fhould fear it ? 
Then, to be more fecure, here take my Life 5 

m 

I freely offer it to every Roman : 

Let out that Blood, you think boils with Ambition, 

I'd rather' lofe it, than out-live my Fame 5 

Nor woud accept of Pow'r, unlefs to pleafe. 

I feel their Pulfes, and I find them beat 

\To Antonf 4/S& 
Fev'rifh, and high, unfit for my Defigns : 
Their Reafon loft, they rave for Liberty, 
Like Lunaticks, confin'd for their own good, 
Strive for a fatal Freedom to be ruin'd, 
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Antonius.. 
Therefore in pity> Sir, reftrain them more. 

Ci£SAR. 

111 guard them from themfelvfcs, their own worft 

Foes 5 
And wiil have Pbw'r to do whatever I pleafe $ 
Yet bear my Thunder in a gentle Hand. 
Like JOve, Til fit above 5 but 'tis to fhow 
My Love and Care of all the World below. 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Messenger. 
Some other Sports are in the Field of Mars, 
And only wait your Prefence. 

* v* ML 9 A R. 

. Let us go. 
The Ev'ning is far fpent, it will be dark j 
Audi, thouknow'ft, have not been well to-day. 

\Xo Brutus> 

Exeunt CjIsar, and Antony. 



i i i m*i 



SCENE IV. 

C A S S I U 9. 

you not wait on Cj€sar to thcCourfe I 
Vol. I. Q> 3ru- 



Sit Julius cmSar: 



NotL 



Brutus. 

C a s s i u s. 
How fo ? 



Brutus. 

I am not fit for Sports > 
I want the airy Humour of Marc Antony* 
Let me not hinder, Cassius, yourDefvres. 

C a s s i u s. 
Brutus, I have obfeiVd you much of late j 
I have not from your Eyes that Gentlenefs 
And Show of Love, which I was us'd to find : 
Pardon my Cares, that only come from Kindnefs 5 
Your Carriage is a little too referv'd, 
And ftrange, to Friends who would be more familiar I 

Brutus. 
Cassius, miftake me not, if I have veil'd 
My Look, I turn the trouble of my Countenance 
3Meerly upon my felf : I am of late 
Troubled with Paflions of a difPrent nature, 
♦Conceptions only proper to my felf, 
Which gives perhaps fome Soil to my Behaviour. 
But let not therefore my good Friends complain, 
(Amongft which number Cassius is the chief) 
Nor mifinterpret farther my Neglcd 5 

Bur 
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But think poor Brutus, with himfclf at war, 
Forgets the Shows of Love to other Men. 

C a s s t u s. 
I am moft glad to find I was miftaken. 
That Error made this Breaft of mine conceal 
Thoughts of great Value, worthy df your Ear ! 
Tell me, good Brutes, can you fee your Face i . 

Brutus. 
No, C assius i for, the Eye fees not it felf, 
But by Reflexion from fome other thing. 

Cassius. 
Tisjuft: Then know, 'tis much lamented, BrU tur?> 
That you haveno fuch Mirror as might (how 
(Spite of your Modefty your own hid Worth*) 
That you for once might fee the noble Shadow.' 
I have heard fome, of the beft Rank in Rome 
(Except immortal Ci£SAR) talk of Brutus* 
And groaning underneath this Age's Yoke, 
Have wifh'd, that noble Brutus had his Eyes. 

Brutus* 
Into what Dangers wou'd you lead me, Cassius, 
That you Would have me look into my felf 
for that which is not in me i 

Q.4 Cassiv*. 
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CassIus. 

Brutus, heat: 
And fincc, you know, you c&nnot fee your felf 
So well as by Reflexion; I, yourGlafo 
Will without all Difguife difcover now 
That of your felf, which yet you know not of. 
And be not jealous of me, gentle Brutus, 
Were I fome flight Buffoon, or us'd to flatter, 
T6 cloy each Man I meet with proffcr'd Love, 
And then betray him j did 1 ufe to fawn 
And hug Men hard, then crufh them with my Scandal j 
Or if you ever knew me riotous 
To lofs of Reafon ; then you might fufpeft me. 
What Shouts arc thefe ? £jf great Sk**t. 

Brutus. 
I hope, like thofe juft now, 
for joy, that Caesar has refus'd the Crown. 

Cassius. 
If you hope that, yew would not have him Kijig, 

Brutus. 
I would not, C assi ys $ yet I love him well. 

Cassius. 
And do you think he would forgive that Wifh, 
Or would accept your Love, with that Allay > 

BRUTUfc 
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Brutus. 
Jf juft, he will > and, if unjuft, I care not. 
But wherefore do you hold me here fo long > 
I fee you labour with feme weighty thing. 
If it be towards the gen'ral Good, (peak quip kly * 
| am in hafteto meet your noble Thoughts. 
Set Virtue in my Eye, and letgrimDcath 
Shake his unheeded Dart, I'll ftill be fix d. 
For, may the Gods fo help me, as, for Honour, 
J look indifPrently on Life or Death. 

C a s s i u s. 
I know your Virtue, Brutus, and dare truft it. 
Well, Hofiour is the Subjeft of my Story. 
I cannot tell what you and othej: Men 
Think of this Life 5 but for my fingle fclf, 
J'll chufe much rather not to live at all, 
Th^n live to be it[ awe of any thing. . 
J was born free as Ci£SAR $ fo are you j 
V/e both are bred as well ; and we can both 
Endure the Winter's Cold as well as he. 
for, once upon a raw and gufty Day, 
The troubled Tiber turn'd into a Foam, 
CLfcSARfaystome, Cassius, dar'ft thoij no w 
Leap in with me into, this angry Flood, 
And fwim to yonder Point i Upon the word, 
Accoutred as I was, I plung'd me in, 

^5 And 
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And bade him follow i fo indeed he did : 

The Torreht roar'd, and we did buffet it, 

With lufty Sinews throwing it afide, 

But yet, e'er we could reach the Point propos'd, 

Cj(E$ar, cry'd, help me, C assius, or I link ! 

Juft as ^neas, our great Anceftor, 

Did from the Flames oiTroy bear on his Shoulder^ 

The old Anchises, I, from Tiber's Waves 

Borethc tir'd C^sar : Yet this feeble Man 

Is now become a God ; and C assius is 

A wretched Creature, and muft bend his Bodyi 

If C i£S ar give him but a carelcfs Nod. 

A ftringe Difeafe poflfefTes him fometimes, 

This day I faw him fall into his Fit 5 

(That which delay'd the Sports till Afternoon.) 

This God has fall'n to ground, and foam'd at mouth, 

His Limbs have trembled, and his Eyes have rolTd, 

Yet now his Look muft awe the trembling World* 

Nay, I have heard him groan, like a fick Girl s 

And that ftnoothTongue which us'd to move fbmud^ 

And make the Romans fet down all it faid, 

Would faulter then, and ftammer out ftrange things. 

Gods ! why fhould one of fuch a feeble Temper 

Be fet upon the Top of all this World, 

To look down on Mankind ? \jf Shout. 

Brutus. 
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Brutus. 

4 

Anojiier Shout! furc Rome is turn'd a Revel ! 

Ijinot her Shout. 
I fear at leaft they crown him- with Applaufe, 

Cassius. 

Why, Man, he now beftrides the narrow World, 
Like a Colojfus 5 and we petty Men 
Walk under his huge Legs, and peep about, 
To find our Helves difhonoujrable Graven 
Men, at fomp times, are Matters of their Fates 5 
The Fault, dear Brutus, is not in our Stars, 
But in our felves, that we are Undprlings. 
Brutus, andC^SAR! where's the difference ? 
Why fhould tfyat Name be founded more than yours ? 
Write (hem together, yours is as fair a Name j 
Shout Brutus, and the Echo is as loud : 
Brutu? ai)d CifisAR ! conjure with thofe Names,' 
Brutus wilj. ftart % Spirit, as foon as Cj£Sar, 
Now in the Name of all the Gods at once, 
On what high Fame does this our Caesar feed, 
That he is grown fo great i Age, thou art fliam'd ! 
JRqme y thou haft loft thy Breed of noble Blood ! 
When did there pafs an Age, fince Time flrft was, 
That the whole World refounded but one Man? 
When could they fay, till now, who talk'd of Rome, 
That her wide Walls cpntain'd one finglc Hero > 
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O, you and I have heard eur Fathers fay, 
There was a Brutus once, who kill <i his Sons, 
And would have (lain his deareft Friend, nay Father, 
Rather than fuffer Rome to be enflay'd. 

Brutus. 
That Cassws loves me, I am nothing jealous ; 
What you wpuld work me to, I have fome Aim* 
How I have thought of this, and of thefe Times, 
I Ihall recount hereafter j for this prefent, 
I would not (if with Love I might intreat it) 
Be any farther mov'd. What you have faid, 
I will confider 5 what you have to fay, 
1 will with patience bear, and find a time 
Both fit to hear, and anfwer fuch high things. 
Till then, my noble Friend, remember this $ 
Brutus had rather be a Villager, 
A worthlefs Stranger, than a Son of Rome, 
Under fuch hard Conditions as this Time 
Is like to lay upon us. 

C a s s 1 u s. 

I am happy, 
That my weak Words have drawn thus much from 

Brutus. 

Brutus* 
A fudden Storm! I'll leave you, noble Cassius j 
[ ExceJJive Thunder and Lightning oh a fudden. 

We 
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i * 

We are obfervM. At Midnight, if you pleafe* 
Well meet again, and talk of this mQre largely. , 

Cass i us. 

I wil not fail to wait on worthy Brutus. 

lExit Brutus, 



SCENE V. 

* 

Enter Casca to Cassius, 

* . . 

Cassius, 
Who's there? 

Casca, 
A Raman. 

Cassius. 

Casca, by your Voice, 
Casca. 

> 

# _ 

VpUr Ear is good. The Air is ftrangcly chan^'d ! 

Cassius. 
A very harmlefi Air to honcft Men. 

Casca. 

Who ever knew the Heavens threaten lb i 

Cassius. 
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Cassius. 
Who ever knew the Earth fo fall of Faults > 
For my part, 111 walk ftiH about the Streets, 
Submitting to the Dangers pf the Storm ; * 
Unbuttoned thus, and carelefs, as you fee, 
Will bare my Bofom to the Thunderbolt, 
Juft as the fiery Flafli begins to dart. 

Casca. 

But wherefore would you fo much tempt the Gods > 
Sure, 'tis ous part rather to fear, and tremble, 
When they, for Caufes to poor Men unknown. 
Send dreadful Heralds to denounce a War, 

Cassius. 
You are dull, Casca, and thofe Sparks of Fire 
That fhould enflame a Roman Breaft, you want, 
Or elfe diflemble : You look pale, and gaze, 
And put on Fear, and lofe your felf in Wonder, 
To fee this ftrange Diforder in the Heavens : 
Think on the Earth, good Casca j think on Rome j 
If fiery Meteors, and Fool-frighting Ghofts, 
If monftrous Births, and ftrange portentous things, 
As you believe, break Nature's fettled Courfe * 
Tis to accompany this monftrous State. 
I could now, Casca, name to thee a Man 
Mod like this dreadful Night, whi<& thunders, 
lightens, 

Tear* 
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Tears open Graves, and keeps us all in Terror ; 
A Man no mightier than thy felf, or me, 
In real Might, in Worth ; yet grown a Giant j 
And every Roman elfe feems but a Pigmy. 

Casca. 
It is not hard to guefs the Man you mean, 

Cassius. 
No matter for his Name ; for Ramans now 
Have Limbs, and Sinews, like their Anceftors; 
But where the Minds of all our famous Fathers? 

a 

Dead, dead with them ! we have our Mothers Spirits; 
Tis Womaniih to fee, and fuffer this. 

Casca. 
Indeed, they fay, the Senators to-morrow 
Mean to eftablifh C j£$ar for their King ; 
And he fhall wear his Crown hy Sea, and Land, 
In every Place, but here in Italy. 

Cassius. 
I know where I fhall wear this Dagger then, 
Cassius from Bondage will deliver Cassius, 
Herein the poor are rich, the weak moft ftrong j 
By this, the wretched mock at bafe Oppreflion 5 
The meaneft are vi&orious o'er the mighty. 
J^ot Tow rs of Stone, no? Walls of harden'd Brais, 
JNor airlefs Dungeons, the poor Strength of Tyrants, 

1 Not 
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Not all their ftrdngeft Guards, nor heavieft Chaiatj 
Can in the leaft conttoul the mighty Spirit. 
Por, noble Life, when weary of it felf, 
Has always power to (hake it off, at plcafore. 
Since I know this, know all the World befides. 
That part of Tyranny prepared for me, 
J can and will defy. 

Casga. 

And fo cart L 
Thus every JJondman in his own Hand bear§ 
The Power tq cancel his Captivity. 

Cassiui 

And why {hould Casavl be a Tyrant then } 
Poor Man ! I know he would not be a Wolf, 
But that he fees the Romans are but Sheep: l 
He were no Lion, if we were not Limbs. 
But oh, diforder'd Grief, where haft thou led me ! 
I fpeak, perhaps, before a willing Bondman, 
One whom tame Fools mifcall a mod'rate Man 5 
That is, a mean Complyer with the Times. 
But I am arm'd within againft all Danger. 

v-» A S C A. 

Cassius, you (peak to Casga, to a Man 
Whofe Thoughts have all this while out-gone youc 
Words i 

Here 
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Here take my Hand, and make what ufe of it 
The Times and our Neceffities require j 
I am refolv'd; 

Cassius, 

Then, there's a Bargain made. 
How know, good C asca, I have mov'd already 
Some of the boldcft nobleft-minded Ramans 
To undertake with me an Enterprizc 
Of honourable dang'ropi Confluence. 
They now all ftay for me in Pompey's Porch, 
(And fuch a Night as this requires a Shelter) 
A Night, that's like the noble Work in hand> 
All black, and terrible ! but foft 5 ftand clofe. 

Enter Trebonius, 

Casca. 
T*ebonius, now I know him by his Gait. 

C a $ s 1 u s. 
He is a Friends pray hold, whithgr fo faft? 

Trbbonius. 
To look out you. Who's that, MetellusCimber? 

Cassius. 

No, 'tis our C asca, one as bold, and honeft $ 
Am I not ftay'd for ? 

w Tre- 
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Trebonius. . 

' What a Night is this ! 
There's two or three of us have feen Grange Sights • 

^ 

Cass i us. .. 
Well, let 'em fee them. Tell me, am I ftaid for ? 

Trebonius. 

You are. 

O C assius, if you could prevail with Brutus i 

He> as a Band, would tye our Party ftrongi 

C A S C A. 

Why is not Brutus one > I thought him fiire^ 

C a s s i u s. 

Be you content. Trebonius, take this Scroic, 

And look you lay it in the ready way, 

Where Brutus needs muft find it * then, throw this 

In at his Window 5 fet this up with Wax 

Upon old Brutus' Statue : all this done, 

Repair to Pompey's Porch, where youflull find us; 

Is Decius Brutus, and Marullus there t 

Tr ebon 1 US- 
All, all are there, except Metellus Cimbbr * 

And he is gone to feek you at yourHoufe. 

Cassius. 
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Cassius. 

Away then $ lofcnotime: Come, my good Casca, 
We will go vifit Brutus yet e'er Day : 
Three Parts of that good Man are ours already, 
And, on the next Aflault, he yields entire. 

Casca. 

Oh, he fits high in all the People's Hearts. 

Cassius. 

So, .that which would appear Offence in us, 
His Countenance, like the great Art of Chymifts, 
Will change to Virtue, and to noble Deeds. 

•Casca. 

Him and his Worth, and our great need of him, 
You have confider'd well. Come let's make hafte. 

Cassius. 

The Sun that fees him next, (frail find him ours. 

\Exeunt. 



Injiead 
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In/lead of the Mufick ufuaUy fUy'd between fbe 
Afts, the following Verfes are, after this AB» 
to be ftmg by a Chorus reprefenting the Roman. 
^People. 

Firft CHORUS. 

...... I- 

W Hither is Roman Honour gone? 
Where is our antient Virtue no\f ? 
That Valour, which fb bright has (hone, 
And with the Wings of Conqueft flown, 
Muft to a haughty M after bow : 
Who, with our Toil, our Blood, and all wc hare 

befide, 
Gorges his ill-got Pow'r, his Humour, and his Pride. 

n. 

Fearlefs he will his Life expofe $ 

So does a Lion, or a Bear j 
His very Virtues threaten thofe, 
Who more his bold Ambition fear. 
How ftupid Wretches we appear, 
Who round the World for Wealth and Empirt 

roam j 
Yet never, never think what Slaves we are at home ! 

x HI- 
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III. 

Did Men, for this, together join j 

Quitting the free wild Life of Nature > 
What other Beaft did e'er defign 
The fetting up his Fellow-Creature i 
And of two Mifchiefs chufe the greater ? 
Oh, rather than be Slaves to bold imperious Men, 
Give us our Wildnefs, and our Woods, our Hutts, 
and Caves agen. 

IV. 

There fecure from lawlefs Sway, 

Out of Pride or Envy's way $ 

Living up to Nature's Rules, 

Not deprav'd by Knaves and Fools ; 
Happily we all fliould live, and harmlefs as our 

Sheep, 
And at laft as calmly die, as Infants fall aflcep. 



Vol.I. R ACT 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 

Brutus alone in his Houfe undrefi. 

HE would be King ; nay will be, if he lives ; 
This moft important Day difclos'd that Secret : 
Ambition, like a mad tempeftuous Sea, 
S weird him above the Bounds of wife diffcmbling, 
And elided ail our Hopes of future Freedom. 
J uftice, and Liberty ! Farewell for ever ! 
If Brutus is thus fenfible of Slav'ry, 
I, who am Cesar's Friend, and partial for him; 
What is it then to others \ to thofe thousands, 
Who muft lie heap'd in Duft, to raife him higher \ 
But my own Words reproach me j can I call 
My fclf his Friend, and yet confent to kill him? 
By Hcav'n, no lefs than plain Ingratitude ! 
That heavy Load preffes my tender Mind $ 
1 cannot bear it. Nay, this Cjesar aifo 
Is humbly brave, and gentle in his Greatncfs 5 

a 

Apt for Converfe, and eafy of Accefs 5 
Skill'd in all Arts, matchlefs in Eloquence 5 
In War and Bufincfs indefatigable. 
Bounteous as Nature, merciful as Hcav'n i 
In all, fublime, high, and unparallcl'd. 

Yet 
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Yet oft Humility is but the Ladder, 

By which th' ambitious Climber gets fo high ; 

But, when he once attains the upmoft Round, 

Then ftraight he throws the ufelcfs Engine down, 

Looks in the Clouds, and fcorns the low degrees 

By which he did afcend. Then Rome is loft ! 

But is there no way left us, but his Death i 

What, kill the beft, and braveft of Mankind, 

Only for Jealoufy i Of being Slaves. 

Oh difmal Sound ! Who can dread that too much ? 

The fear of Slavery is Fortitude. 

And, to advife him > No, 'tis cafier 

To kill a Tyrant amidft all his Guards, 

Than give him Counfel for his Country's Good. 

This CESAR'S Prudence may a while reftrain him ; 

But if Ambition once tranfports his Mind, 

Down fink at once all Thoughts of Right, or Reafon. 

Goodnefs of Nature makes fome ftruggle in him ; 

But even that Goodnefs will incline to think, 

Rome (hall be happier, when himfelf is higher. 

Lucius awake $ what hoa ! why Lucius ! 

1 would it were my fault to deep fo foundly. 

Lucius, awake, awake! 

Lucius. 

Call you, my Lord i 

R 2 Bru 



*+ JULIUS CMSAR. 

Brutus, * 
Get mc a Taper in my Study, Boy 5 
Then, come and call me ftrait. 

lExit Lucius 5 Reenters inmediatelj. 

Lucius. 

Here is a Scroll 
Newly thrown in at Window faft feal'd up. 

Brutus. 
Give it me, Boy, and hafte to light the Taper. 

\_Exit Lucius. 
Tis not yet Day, but fuch a fiery Night, 
That I may make a fliift to read this Parchment. 
" Brutus, awake 5 for Rome has loft her Reft, 

iReads. 
" And takes it ill that thou (houldft deep fo foundly : 
€t Awake, and ftrike !— > There was a Brutus once— 
" And Tarquin — Ha, thus I muft piece it out 5 
There was a Brutus who redeemed his Country, 
And did what now we all exped from thee, 
" Shall Rome — Tis dark, but furc it muft be thiis. 

iReads. 
u Shall Rome y the Miftrefsof theproftrate World, 
" Be ravifh'd by a Tyrant ? Brutus, ftrike. 
O Rome ! and doft thou call upon thy Brutus > 

Am 
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Am I thought worthy of thy choice ? Tis done : 
Thou (halt not wait for aid that I can bring thee. 

Enter Lucius again. 

Lucius. 
Some body knocks at th' Gate, Sir, fhall I open i 

Brutus. 
See who 'tis £rft ; go Boy, and bring me word* 

{Exit Lucius. 
Would it were over once 5 I cannot reft : 
In fuch a Plot there is no Peace of Mind : 
The harfhnefs of this Deed would link my Spirits, 
Did not affifting Juftice hold me up. 

' EnterLv civs with aTaper. 

Lucius. 
Tis Cassius, my Lord. 

Brutus. 

Is he alone? 

Lucius. 
No, but I could not well perceive the reft, 
Their Faces are fo muffled in their Robes. 

Brutus. 
Let them come in. They are the Fa&ion ! 

R 3 SCENE 
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SCENE II. 

Enter Cassius and the reft of the Conffiratm 

muffled in their Robes. 

Brutus. 
Welcome, good Brother Cassius ; welcome all. 

Cassius. 
Welcome the Hour that brings us thus together, 

B HUT us. 

Know I thefc Men \ 

Cassius. 

You know them, and their Hearts, 
Which are all fet upon the Noble Brutus* 
ThisisTREBONius* this Deci us Brutus, 
ThisCiNNA, Casca, and Metellus Cimber ; 
Your Friends, and Folio wers all. 

Brutus. 
They arc moft welcome. " 

Cassius. 
Brutus, a word. ithey wbifrer. 

Casca. 

If Brutus will but join, 
Our Fabrick's firm, and nothing then can fhakc it : 

He 
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He is the Cement that muft hold us faft. 

Brutus. 

Well, noble Lords, I am at laft refolv'd $ 
E\faagainftFriendlhip,Jufticehas prevail'cL 
Give me yourxefol^te Hands. 

Cass 1 us. 

And let us fwear. 

Brutus. 

No Oath : the Caufe already is fo facred, 

There is no need of Oaths to make it more : 

If Senfe of Slavery, and noble Shame, 

If Thirft of honeft Fame in After-Ages, 

If glorious Jufticc cannot move our Souls, 

They are too weak for fuch a Deed as this * 

Break off betimes, and every Roman here 

Retire with Blulhes to his idle Bed ; 

And then let Tyranny for ever range, 

Till each Man fails unpity'd : but if thefe, 

(As who dares make a doubt) are noble Romans ; 

What needs aTye among us but our Words } 

Plain Honefty to Honefty engag'd, 

That Cesar (hall not live to laugh at Cowards. 

Let Priefts, and Women fwear, and feeble Minds* 

Which, wav'ring (till, need fuch a Chiidifh Check : 

We are above fuch helps, and ftcady bear 

R4 Our 
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Our even Souls, without one doubtful ftart. 
What Roman dares be bafe in fuch a bufmefs > 
Reckon his Guilt, and Shame, he ventures more 
Than if he did attempt ten Thoufand Tyrants, 

C a s s i u s. 

But what of Cicero? Shall we found him J 
His Gravity will countenance our Heat. 

Trebonius. 
No need of that, now Brutus is engag'4. 

Brutus. 

I know him well, believe him juft and wife ] 
Yet Vanity a little clouds his Virtue : 
Nor is he bold enough for fuch a Bufinefs. 
The Horfe that ftarrs, however good befides, 
In War is troublcfomc, nay dangerous, 

Decius Brutus. 

But Antony, fo well belov'd by Caesar, 
That Inftrument of all his Tyranny, 
Ifhc furvive, will be another Caesar, 

Trebonius, 
Decius, well urg'd ; Antonius muft die. 

Brutus. 

O, by no means, our courfe will feem too bloody, 
To cut the Head off, and then hack the Limbs : 

Twill 
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Twill look like Anger, nay like Envy too j 

Por, Antony is great by Char's Favour j 

Let us be Sacrifices, but not Butchers. 

We only draw our Swords againft Ambition ; 

Not againft Cesar's Perfon, but his Power : 

Oh that we, then, could come at Cesar's Spirit, 

Abate his Pride, and yet not fpill his Blood ! iSighs. 

It cannot be; Cesar alas muft bleed. 

Yet, gentle Friends ! 

Let's kill him boldly, but not wrathfully 5 

Let's ferve him up, a Di(h fit for the Gods 5 

Not mangled, as a Feaft to Beads of Prey . 

Our Hearts (hould melt, like thofe of tender Parents, 

Who oft in (harp, but neccflary Rage, 

Corred pffending Children with Rcmorfe, 

Feeling more pain than what they make them fuffcr . 

This Mercy too looks better to the World, 

Which (hall not call us Murderers, but Heroes. 

As for Amtonius therefore, think not df him ; 

For he can do no more, than Cesar's Arm, 

When CESAR'S Head is off. 

Trebon i us. 

But yet I fear him : 
For he loves Cj£9AR, and is moft audacious, 

BRUTtJS. 

J hope that loving Caesar is no Fault $ 

Elfc 



150 JUNIUS CMSAR. 

Elfc I confck that I am guilty too : 
If he loves Ccsar, all that he caa do 
Is to be grievVi, and pine away for Ccsar : 
A nd it were ftrange he (hould ; for he is given 
Too much to Wildncft, Company, and Pleasures. 

Cass i us. 
There is no fear of him ; let him not die ; 
For he will live and laugh at this hereafter, 

Decimus Brutus. 
But hold, how late s the Night i 

Brutus. 

Tisfive, atleaft. 

Cassius. 
O how I long to welcome the Eighth Hour, 
The wifh'd Alarm to our great Purpofes! 

Decimus Brutus. 
Tis time to part, left at our feveral Homes 
Wc fliould be mifs'd too long. 

Cassius. " 
But what if Caesar, 
Should forbear coming to the Capitol i 
The unaccuftonj'd Terror of this Night 
May move the Augurs to forbid his going } 
And, tho* himfclf s above fuch idle Fears, 
Yet the moft wife and brave muft yield to Cuftom, 

De- 
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Decimus Brutus. 
Never doubt that : And tho* he werd refolv*d, 
I can o'er-fway him j for he loves to hear me. 
Prudence, tho' much fuperior, often yields 
To fubtle Mirth, and fly Information. 
If CifiSAR ftay at home becaufe it thunders, 
I can in jeft reproach him with his Fear 5 

He'll laugh, yet fear he (hall be thought afraid* 

Brutus. 

Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch him. 
But fee, 'tis aimoft Day 5 fome Light appears, 

Cass 1 us. 
Thenletusbcdifpers'd, like foggy Clouds, 
To meet again in Thunder. 

Brutus. 

Friends, farewell. 
Only remember that we all are Romans j 
That Thought will keep up our exalted Spirits. 

{Exeunt Confpirators, Manet Brutus, 

SCENE III. 

Enter Portia undrefs'd, as new rifenfnm Bed. 

Portia. 
JJjiutus ! my Lord, where are you ? 

Brutus. 

What, my Portia! 

Why 
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Why do you thus cxpofc your tender Health ? 

Portia. 
Can I confider Health, without your Love > 
You have unkindly ftol'n from me to-night, 
And by your Abfence robb'd me of my Reft : 
How could my Brutus thus ungently leave 
One fo unwilling to be left by you i 

Brutus. 
Chide not too much, my Portia 5 and yet 
There is fome Pleafure to be chid fo kindly. 
Our Sex has tendernefs equal to yours ; 
Yet we, incumbred with vexatious Cares, 
No fooner bend our fofter Thoughts to Love, 
But Bufinefs, like a Matter too fevere, 
Stands hov'ring over us amidft our Pleafure, 
And drags us to our tirefome Task again, 

Portia. 
But Life is fhort 5 O why (hould we mifpend it > 
A Wretch condemn'd to die within few hours, 
Would think them ill employ'd in Complements : 
The folcmn Trifles of a bufy World 
Are pft but Complement, compared with Love, 
Whofe fhort and precious Hours you throw away, 

1 

Brutus. 
Dear Portia, now you but difturb my Thoughts, 

Po* 
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Portia. 
£an mine be eafy then > 'tis no fmall thing 
Can vex your even Mind, and make you froward, 
Froward with me, which you was ne'er till now : 
This Night I folded you within thefe Arms, 
And ask'dyouifyouflept, if you were well? 
You faid, you could not flecprand yet turn'd from me. 

Brutus. 
Turning from thef is Reftleflhefs indeed % 
Thou only Comfort to my troubled Mind ! 
May Joys, and full Content remain in yours. 

Portia. 
Oh, preach Content to one upon a Rack, 
And he will hear as foon. 
My Soul is fo perplex'd with Fears for you, 

That all the Joys of Nature or of Fortune, 
Could find no entrance here at fuch a time. 

Brutus. 
Retire, retire j talking fo tenderly, 
You, like officious and condoling Friends, 
But more afflift that Mind you would compofc. 
I hope you think me neither felfe nor foolifh ; 
If it were fit for you to know my Cares, 
Twere ill in me to let you ask me twice : 
Let that fiiffice, and leave me i 'tis a word, 
I never us'd to thee before. 

POR- 
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Portia. 

Alas! 
You would not ufcit now, if ftill youlov'd. 
Can youhavc Thoughts unfit to own to me J 
Youareunjuft, and I undone, farewel. 

Brutus. 
What means my Portia > 

Portia. 

Brutus unjuft? 
Oh, 'tis a Wonder, which your very Foes 
Would not believe, tho* told it by your Friends : 
And to me too, who had leaft caufe to fear it ! 
So little I dcferVd to find him fo. 
Am I but only Partner of your Pleafurcs > 
Fit for your trifling Hours, and to be kept 
At hateful diftance from your nobler Thoughts? 
What is it I have innocently done, 
To lofe that Truft, which always follows Kindnefs. 
And therefore yours is changed 5 I fee it plainly : 
Thunder fs fall'n on my poor guiltleft Head, XjVeefs. 
And all but I, perhaps, have heard the Blow. 

Brutus. 
In this you wrong mc, Port i a. 

Portia. 
Would I did ; 
3 I 
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I never wifh'd a Wrong to you before. 

Brutus. 
How have I liv'd, and which of all nay A&ions 
Has giv'n the leaft occasion ev'n for Malice i 
lam, you know, not like the reft of Husbands ; 
My Promife and my Vows are Ties to me, 
As ftrong as Fame ahd Virtue are to you : 
I will not mention now the Bands of Love, 
In which I thought we were for ever fix'd. 
What thefe unjuft Sufpicions may produce 
Either in you or me, alas, I know not. 
Therefore be calm and kind, as thou art us'd, 
And try fuch rough ungentle ways no more. 
My Mind, you know, hardens againft Cpmpulfion, 
But eafily bends under gentle Ufage. 

Portia. 

O let me now try that foft way again. 
Thus low, thus tenderly, I beg to know 

[ Falls an his Neck. 
That which, in troubling you, ev'n tortures me. 
Shunn'd as I am, I have a fharc in alt 
Your Resolutions, fpite of your Unkindnels. 
You cannot (hut me out from tender Cares 
For every Thought of yours : that zealous part 
The meancft Slave may have in mighty Cj£SAR> 
And yet give no Offence. 

Bru- 
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Brutus. 

The mighty Cmsar ! 
I am that mcancft Slave, if he remain \_Apart* 

The mighty Casak. Kneel not, gentle Portia. 

Portia. 
Ifhouldnotnecd,ifyouwcregentleBRUTUS. iWeeps. 

Brutus. 
O my foft Heart ! my Refolution's arm'd 
Againft all Dangers, nay, againft my Friend ; 
Yet firm to all things elfe, it yields to Love ; 

iTakes her in his Arms, \ 

It yields to Portia. You are now too charming : 
For pity hide yourKindnefs, or your Beauty 5 
There's no refitting both. 

Portia. 

*Tis Kindnefs only 
Which makes me wifh I had that Beauty too. 
But are you, then, not angry i 

Brutus. 

What, with thee? 
The moft obdurate Creature, cv'n a Tyrant, 
In all his height of Anger, and of Pride, 
Could not be proof againft one Tear of thine. 

iKiffes her. 

o 
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O Portia, be not you that Tyrant then 5 

For well you know your Power, and may be mine, 

Portia. 
But tell me all. 

Brutus. 
Tlien, know that they who came to me this Night—- 
But why fhould I go on to thee; my Portia, 
In any Language but in that of Love ? 
*Tis to profane thy Ear, to entertain it 
With any harlher found 5 fpare then thy felf. 

Portia. 

But you were juft about to let me know. 

Brutus. 
Know what ? know things that will but trouble thec ! 
Believe me, Portia, 'tis dangerous 
For thee to tread in thefe obfeurer Paths s 
Scrpenrs lie hidden there, whofe confeious Sting 
Will rob thee of thy Reft. 
Oh, prefs not thus to bear a part in that, 
Which with its weight will crufh day tender Mind. 

Portia.. 

I am a Woman, but am Cato's Daughter: 

My Heart is tender, but to Brutus only. 

.Think you 'tis nothing to have fuch a Father, 

And fuch a Husband ? 
Vol. I. S BrU- 
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Brutus. 

Well then, hear it all. 

Portia. 

Hold, deareft Brutus ! 

I dare not hear it yet j Til try this firft. 

iSheJiabs her/elfin the Am. 

Brutus* 
Hold, what d'ye mean \ 

Portia. 

To try my Fortitude. 
For tho J I durft have trufted my firm Mind 
With any thing which but concerned my felf ; 
Where you're engag'd, it was too great a venture : 
J doubt my firmed Thoughts, while you fufpeft them. 

Brutus. 
Oh, Wonder of thy Sex ! 

Gods ! make me worthy of this matchlcfs Woman I 
Halle, hafte, and let thy Wound be quickly drefs'd. 
Within 111 tell thee all, 
And in thy Bofom pour my very Soul. 

tExit Portia, 

Enter Lucius, 

Lutius. 
AMcffcnger, my Lord, from mighty CiESAR 
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lifcnttofummonyou, andCAius Cassius, 
About fomc weighty matter prefently. 

[Exit Lucius 

B R U T XJ S. 

From Cesar? and my Brother Cassius too I 
An early fummons this ! We are bctray'd, 
Loft and undone, yet lefs in our own ruin, 
Than in the letting him efcape. Oh Rome, 
Thou haft in vain depended on thy Brutus ! 
But I will go, left my delaying now 
Should raifc Sufpicion j and if all's difcover'd, 
My Life is ufelefs, and not worth my Care, 

[Exeunt* 



Between thefecond and third A£i y thefe Verfes are 
to be fung by a *Perfm representing the Genius of 
Rome. 

Second CHORUS. 

LO, to prevent this mighty Empire $ Dooixi, 
From bright unknown Abodes of Blifs I come. 
The Awful Genius of Majcftick Rente. 

Great is her Danger : but I will engage 
Some few, the Mafter-Souls of all this Age* 
To do an Aft of juft Heroic Rage. 

S 2 lis 
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Tis hard, a Man fo great, fliould fall fo low 5 

More hard, to Ik fo brave a People bow 

To one themfelves have rais'd, who fcornsthem now. 

Yet oh, I grieve, that Brutus fhould be ftain'd; 
Whofe Life, excepting this one Aft, remain d 
So pure, that future times will think it feign d- 

But only he can make the reft combine j 
The very Life, and Soul of their Defign 5 
The Centre, where thofe mighty Spirits join- 
Unthinking Men no fort of Scruples make 5 
Others do ill, only for Mifchiefs fake; 
But cv'n the beft are guilty by Miftake, 

Thus fome, for Envy, or Revenge, intend 

To bring the bold Ufurper to his end 5 

But for his Country, Brutus (tabs his Friend. 



ACT 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

The Scene is Cesar's Apartment, where he appears 

Undrefs'd. 

C ifi S A R, 

AMbition, Oh thou Tyrant of my Soul ! 
How much a gentler Lord ami to Rome, 
Than thou to me ! I am the only Slave. 
This Day was dully fpent in publick Sports, 
Things too magnificent for true Delight. 
Joy dwells in filent Shades, and private Plcafures * 
Jn Peace, and not in Pomp : then, my long Nights, 
Thofe precious Hours defign'd for foft Repofe, 
Are by unruly Cares thus ravifh'd from me. 

Enter Junius. 

Junius. 
Brutus and Cassius attend your Plcafurc. 

CifiSAR, 

I tell thee, Junius, my trufty Freed-man, 
That mplajicholic Cassius needs obferving. 
If e'er I could be capable of Fear, 

S 3 
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I think it would be of that pcnfivc CassIus, 
He loves not Learning, no not Poetry ; 
Nor is his fallen Humour pleas'd with Mufick, 
When others laugh, he fo demurely fmiies, 
As if he thought it meannefs to be merry. 
Seldopi he likes what others moft approve, 
And loves to praife what all Men elfe diflike. 
Such Men as he are never at their eafe, 
While they behold a greater than themfelves. 
Ytt he is brave* and (hall have due Preferment. 

\JExit Junius. 

I H i 1. I . I , u ! 

SCENE II. 

Enter Brutus and Cass i us. 

You feem amaz'd at fuch an early Summons \ 
I htfvc not flept all Night. 

C^ssius. 

On what account \ 

CiESAR. 

Tis only what I fuffcr from my Cares. 
But my unquiet Mindihould not difturb 
Such noble Romans, had you not been both 
Nearly eoncern'd in what I have to fey, 

Cas- 
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Cassius. 
Wc arc betray'd. iSoftfy. 

Brutus. 

No matter; let us not 
Betray our felvcs by want of Refolution. {.Softly* 

CitSAR. V 

The two great vacant Offices of Prstors, 
(On which cv*n neighbouring Princes look with Envy) 
Shall now be filTd by two the greateft Romans. 
I owe the Commonwealth that Care, to find 
Wl}o beft deferves her Favour of her Frown. 

Cassius. 
We aeither beg for one, nor fear the other. 

Cassius, I know your Soul is void of Fear, 
And above grudging at your Brother's Grcatnefs. 

Cassius. 
I underftand no Oracles > but fure 
Brutus and I are Friends as well as Brothers. 

Ci£SAR. 

And therefore you will be the more contented, 
If I advance him ev'n above your fclf j 
Defert like his can never rife too high. 
I knpw no Pleafuf c equal to obliging 

S + Tranfcend- 
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Tranfcendent Merit in an humble Mind. 

Such modeft Worth fhould get the Prize from 

Courtfhip. 
Yet this may only be my Love's miftake $ 
Fop, I confers my Weaknefs, I am frail 

[Embracing Brutus. 
Like other Men, and partial for a Friend 5 
Yet that's a fault Heavn cafily forgives. 
Be thou, my beft lov'd Brutus, Chief of Praetors : 
And,. Cassius may accept the fecond Place, 

[To Cassius. 
Not only in the State, but my AfFc&ion. 
No thanks 5 a Coin not counted among Friends. 

[Exit C^esa^.. 



SCENE III. 

Cassius. 
TTis well it proves no worfe. 

Brutus;. 

What worfe can be ? 

Cassius, 
Sure, Brutus has no reafon to complain. 

Bru* 
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Brutus. 
Yes, of you, Cassius j if you can believe 
I would receive a Favour from a Foe. 
Is this a time to be obliged by C^csar? 
Good Gods ! had I not doubts enough before ? 
Did I not ftruggle hard enough for Virtue I 
That this laft Tendcrnefs of his is added 
To fliake my very Soul i The ftrong imprefllon 
May break. my Heart, but (hall not bend my Mind. 
Cassius in this is hondur'd more than Brutus ; 
For, when our Country is fo much debas'd, 
Rcpulfe is glorious 5 and Advancement Shame : 
TU not be rais'd by him who ruins her. 
It was no private Injury provok'd me ; 
Frowns had not frighten'd me, nor fhall his Favours 
With all their Syren Voice entice me to him. 
I muft go on through Virtue's plaineft courfc 5 
In that fmooth Path there is no fear of falling. 



SCENE IV. 

Enter the Confpirators, and other Senators. 

Cassius. 
See if our Friends are not already come. 
Tis later, than we thought. You are well met. 

ClNNA. 
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C I N N A, 

Js Ci£SAR ftirring yet ? 

C as si vs. 

Juft now gone in * 
And will, when dreft, immediately come forth* 
fear nothing, all's fecure. 



mm 



SCENE V. 

Enter Ccsar again, dreft d* 

CifiSAR. 

Welcome, jny Friends, 

Decimus Brutus. 
The Senate does attend great Casar's Prefencc* 
And wc are come to wait upon you thither. 

CifiSAR. 

Let 'em attend a while, 'tis early yet. 



SCENE VL 

Enter Antony. 

What, Antony, who revels all the Night, 
Js he up too i Nay, then 'tis time to go. 
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Antony. 
father to day : I came not here in Courtfhip. 
But 'tis the facred College of the Priefts 
Which brought me hither 5 and they wait without, 
Hear *cm, Great C^sar 5 it concerns you nearly, 
And what does fo, is for the Good of Rome. 

Ci£SAR. 

The Senate ftays, another time will ferve. 
Ij4s he fs going out, enter theTriejts, who (lop him. 

Priest, 
Great CjGSAR, hail ! forgive our zealous haftc, 
Urg d by Divine Portent which fent us here, 
"Jo warn the mighty Ruler of the World. 

CAESAR. 

Speak : I attend the Meflagc of the Gods, 

Priest. 
As on Mount Aventine I lately fate, 
Attifd with facred Robes, and Southward turn'd y 
The Heav'ns all clear, and free from black Prefage : 
With my bent Wand I the due Rites perform'd, 
And parted all the Regions of the Ain 
When lo, ill-boding Birds appcar'd from far, 
Bearing Misfortunes on their ominous Wings : 
I gaz'd upon them with Prophctick Skill, 
Till a fierce flafh of Lightning c;hcck'd my Sight. 

Then. 



A I 
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Then, in one inftant, all the Heavns were chang'd ; 
Clouds, fwcll'd with Thunder, rowl'd themfelves 

along, 
With noife too horrible for humane Ear, 

CiESAR. 

It thunder d, and it lighten'd : well, go on. 

Second Priest. 

Omens of ill in fevcral kinds agree : 

Having new chofe for folemn Sacrifice 

A large-grown Bull, the goodlieft of the Herd * 

With an unwonted Rage he breaks his Chains, 

Making fierce way through all the frighten d Croud, 

Which gaz'd, and trembled ; fo divided ftood 

Betwixt their Curiofity and Fear : 

At laft, he at the Altar laid him down, 

And fecni'd to beg the Blow, which none durft give j 

Then on a fudden fliook the Air like Thunder y 

And Vith unheard-of Bellowing brcath'd hi$ laft. 

When open'd, we beheld with Eyes amaz'd 

This boiftrousBeaft that rag'd with fo much clamour, 

Yet had no Heart. 

CifiSAR. 

And I fliould feem like him, 
Did I give way to every idle Fear, 

Priest. 



/ 
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Priest. 
i it an idle thing to fear the Gods i 
rhou rt in their Power, as the World in thine 5 
find each may own a Fear without a Blulh. 

Antony. 
Good C^sar be advis'd : in this one thing 
Yield to your Friends, and fend the Senate word 
You are not well. 

/ K~* Ai S A R. 

What, . fend 'em an Excufe I 
Have I in Conqueft ftretch'd my Arm fo far, 
And fear at laft to tell Grey-beards the Truth ? 
No, Antony, Truth will bear out it felf. 
I would do much to give my Friends Content ; 
So, let them know I fliall not come to-day 5 
Cannot, is falfe 5 and, that I dare not, . falfer. 
I will not come : Go tell it to the Senate. 

[To Decius Brutus* 

Decius Brutus. 
But (hall not I pretend fome Caufe for this ? 

C i£ s A R. 

The Caufe is in my Will. I will not go. x 

That is enough to fatisfy the Senate. 

Decius Brutus. 
Six, I obey 5 but pardon my Affe&ion, 

1 If 
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If it offends you with untimely Care : 
The Senate is refolv'd to give a Crown 
This day to mighty Caesar : Who can tell* 
But by to-morrow their loofe Minds jnay change ? 
Afiemblies are uncertain as the Sea, 
Which ebbs and flows, now rifes, and now falls, 
Juft as the hum'rous Wind inclines to move. 
No Woman changes more than Crowds of Men. 

C^SAR. 

How weak your Fears feem now, good Antony ! 
I muft not let the fair occafion fall. 
Prepare the Ceremony, I am ftay*d for. 

Brutus. 
Prudence in vain defends unhappy Men : 
When Heav'n ordains, the Wifeft hafte to Ruin. 

{Exeunt omneu 



To be Jung after the Third Aft, by two Aerial 

Sprits. 

Third CHORUS. 

I. 

TELL, oh tell me, whence arife 
Thcfe Diforders in our Skies J 
Rome's great Genius wildly gaz'd $ 

And the Gods feem all amaz'd. 

i IL 
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II. 

Inow, in fight of this Day's Sun, 
uch a Deed is to be done, 
lack enough to fhroud the Light 
)f all this World in difmal Night* 

L 
Vhat is this Deed t 

n. 

To kill a Man, 
fhe Greateft fince Mankind began : 
-earned, eloquent and wife, 
Gen'rous, merciful and brave ! 

L 

ret not too great a Sacrifice, 
The Liberty of Rome to fave ? 

II. 

Jut will not Gobdnefs claim Regard $ 
Ind does not Worth deferve Reward ? 

L 

5ocs not their Country lie at flake i 
Zzn ^hey do too much for her fake i 

Both 



*7* JULIUS CjkSAR. 

Both together. 

Tho' dreadful be this Doom of Fate, 
Juft is that Pow r which governs all : 
Better this wond'rous Man fhould fall, 

Than a raoft glorious, virtuous State*- 



ACT 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 



f, a Street, through which C^sar pajfes 
in Tomp to the Senate- Houfe, attended by thofe 
Senators who were with him at the end of the 
former Aft. 

* 

Enter Spurinna hafiily. 

v** i£ S A R. 

rH £ Ides of March are come. 
iTo Spurinna." 

Spurinna. 
But not yet paft. 
fcpleas'd, Great Ci£SAR > topcrufe this Parchment. 

M e s s A L A. 

Tis from a Friend of Casar this Petition j 
At your firft leifure read his humble Suit. 

Spurinna. 
Oh, Casar, readmiiiefirft, 'tis for your Safety : 

Vol.1. T Read 
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Head it, Great Cask*, read it inftantly. 

V/ A S A R. 

What moft concerns our fclf (hail laft be 

I'll lay it up againft a time of leifure. {To Cash 

Cassius. 
What, do you trouble Csskk in the Street i 
Bring your Petitions to the Capitol. 

Spurinna. 
But, mine concerns his Life. 

Cassius. 
1 know it does i 
Therefore away, well all take care of that. 



SCENE II. 

The Scene is changed to the Senate-Hou/e 9 «Ji 
appears full of Senators, who all rife npatO 
sar's coming. One of them whifpers Brutus. 

Senator. 
All good Succefs attend your Entcrprizc. 

C a s s i u s. 

Whatdidhefay? 

Brutus. 
He wifh'd me good Succefs* 

Ca 



Cas$ivs. 
See, he mdkesttp«e.Ci£«ARearneftl]r« 
We ace betrayed ! But I will kill my fetf j 
Casar, or Cas&ius never (hall go back. 

Brutus. 
There is no Dagger, Cassjus; CiSSAR finilcs j 
You may perceive they talk of fomethiug clfe. 

Djecimu* Brutus, 
La's all kneel xowxd to beg for Cymbe*'* Life. 

Brutus. 

Tis mean at any time, butaeefUe&iurarj 
Go you, I will not kneel. 

Cassius. 

Well, what you pleafe. 
C A*c a ftrikes firft i butftay, C^sar will fpeak. 



SCENE III. 

Casar fits m a Seat above the reft i then fifes up 
andjfetks, while the Senators ft andreund him. 

Now, Reverend Lords, if any weighty Thoughts 
Opprefi your Minds, unload your Cares on me t 
Fpr, that's a Burthen which belongs to Power. 

T2 Is 
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Is there a barbarous People yet fo rude, 
Orforefnote, as not to fear your Arnls? 
HI make them join with all the World befides 
In due Submiflion to fuperior Virtue. 
Is that great Tarthian King fo haughty grown, 
As not to reverence this awful Senate i 
My Arms (hall hafte to humble all his Pride, 
And bring him bowing to your leaft Commands. 
Others, to raifc thcmfelves, dcprels their Country ; 
But my Ambition is to make your Valour 
Shine out more bright to all the fubjed World. 
Yet vain were all my Triumphs, if I lhould 
Be fear'd abroad, and not beiov'd at home > 
Therefore, what Enemy have I not pardon'd ? 
The name of Foe excufes Hate, and Harm ; 
And he that fears it leaft, forgives it fooneft. 
ColdFriends,indeed, are fomething more provoking. 
Yet I can pafs them by with Scorn and Pity. 
The equal Law fliallrun its even Courfei 
Nothing fhall interpofe, except my Mercy $ 
Juftice herfelf may leanthat way fometimes. 
Plain Merit (hall not languifh unregarded, 
While cunning Courtfhip fteals away the Favour. 
On this depend 5 and while I govern thus, 
You will not grudge, if I fhall govern long 5 

And 
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And not rcfign my Pow'r, like unlearn'd Sylla, 
For want of Skill toufeit. 

^ASCA. 

Oh, I can hold no longer. 
{They allftab Caskr, who ftruggles with 
them till he fees Brutus ftrike. 

Ci£SAR. 

What, Brutus too ! 

Nay, then 'tis time to die. 
iFalls dawn, and cavers himfelfwith his Rotes. 

Brutus. 
Liberty,, Freedom ! Tyranny is dead. 
Nay ftir not, worthy Lords, nor be amaz'dj 
We mean no harm to any Raman here : 
Conful, retire, for fear the coming Crowd 
Should prefs too much upon your rev'rend Age, 

Cassius. 
Run to the Streets, and cry out Liberty ! 
Bang in their Ears aloud that pleafing Sound. 
Stoop, Ramans, (loop, 
And let us bathe our Hands in Char's Blood, 
Befpot our Garments, and befmear our Swords s 
Then walk we forth into the Market-place, 
And waving our red Weapons o'er our Heads, 

T $ Cry 



/ 
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Gyoaf*tou4, fteedoaiand Liberty! 

Brutus. 
The Deed is done, what fteed we triumph in it * 



*"^W«*W 



SCEMS IV. 

Enter a Senator. 
WpUnow, what News? 

Sen atqr. 
The People arc antaz'd, 
Cry out, and ftare, and ma about the Streets, 
As in an Earthquake. 

\They altfto&p down tg Cmsa&'s Btuty, ixcefl 

Casca. 

How many Ages hence 
Shall this our lofty Scene be a£ted o'er, 
In Stages unborn, dnd Accents yet tuiknciwt} ? 

t^ESONIUS. 

How many times (hall C^sar bleed in Sport, 
While the attentive Throng fhall melt in Tears, 
To ftc his Fjll ! 

Brutus. 

As oft as (hat (hall be, 

So 
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> often Ihall this Knot of us be call'd 

le Men who gave their Country Liberty. 

**s venture forth. * 

Cassius. 

Come on tiien, let's away. 
hutus (hall lead, and we will grate his Steps 
Titti all the beft and boldeft Sons qfJRome, 

Brutus. 
/hat, Antony return'd, and without Arms ! 



SCENE V. 

Inter Antony, and taking no Notice of them, falls 
on his Knees to Cesar's Body. 

Antony. 

was unable to defend thy Life, 

Lnd therefore now can fcarcc endure my own, 

'hou great good Man ! Is all thy Race of Glory 
brought to this wretched End ? Didft thou fcom 

Death 

n all thofe bloody Fields to find it here } 

)h, 'tis I feel it$ thou art paft the Pain * 

tat in my Heart 'tis a&ed'o'cr and o'er. 

; or every Thought of thee, and of thy Love, 

T 4 Gives 
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Gives mc frefh Sorro\y : take my Tribute here 
Of Sighs and Tears thpt always (hall attend thee. 
I ask your pardon, Noble Lords j my Thoughts 
Were too much there, to look on aught befidcs. 
Yet think not I repeat of what I faid $ 
For I will fpeak the Praifes of my Friend, 
Nor fear ev n Hcav n, fhould it reply in Thunder. 
He was my Friend, and I will (till be his, 
Tho' the Gods rage, and Mankind meanly joins $ 
Who fhew regard to Hcavn in nothing elfc 
But (lighting Merit, when the Gods forfake it. 
Yet I, of all fufpc&ed, and alone, 
Will boldly thus embrace this precious Body. 
Nay, gaze not on me with fuch threatning Looks > 
Think not, that if I valu'd now my Life, 
I am fo foolifh to expofe it thus. 
What Hour fo fit for me, what Death fo glorious, 
As here to fall with CiCSAR, and by you, 
The Mafter Spirits, fure, of all the World 5 
Kill me then quickly > kill me with thofe Daggers 
That reek in Biood of him I lov'd fo well : 
For, could I languifh out a thoufand Years, 
J ne'er fhould find my fclf fo fit to die : 
*Tis now a Pleafur e, what may be a Pain. 

Brutus, 

Oh, Antony, bej not your Death of us. 

Yoo 
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fou little think, when you commended CifiSAR, 
rlow much my foften'd Heart approv'd your Praifc. 
Enough tho' we feem, and tho* our Hands are 

bloody, 
STct, Antony, you only fee our Hands, 
Which, free as thofe of Juftice from all Rage, 
Have dope a Deed, fpite of our fofter Souls. 
Your Friendfhip to dead Cesar we efteem, 
And value yours the more : then join with us 
To fettle Rome firm in its ancient Freedom > 
And we will join with you to make you great % 
As great as can confift with Liberty. 

Cassius. 
Your Voice (hall found as high as any Man's 
In the Elcftion of new Magiftrates. 

Brutus. 
Only be patient till you hear the-Gaufe 
Of all this feeming Cruelty. You know 
Cv£SAR us'd me as kindly as your felt 
Were I ambitious, or fought private Ends, 
This, fure, was not the way. Witnefe, you Godsf \ 

None e'er who kill'd himfclf, lov'd him he (lew 

Better than I lov'd C^s ar ! * 

Antony. 
Oh my Heart ! 

Hold 
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Hold tip a while, and help me to diflemblc ! £A/Ue* 

Give me your hands, I muft accept your Love, 

Mpft Noble Brutus ; and yours, Caius Cassiw. 

Alas, my Credit (lands on flipp'ry ground j 

And there's a Precipice on either fide. 

To anfwer this your Gentlenefi with Rage, ' 

(When you thus (pare me ev*n againft my will) 

That would appear but a too rough return : 

Yet may not this too look like Fear, or Flatt'ry » \ 

That I lov'd C4$ ar, I muft ever own i j 

That he lov'd me, his Favours fhewU too well : \ 

How (hall I do my part to him, andyoq? \ 

Unle(s you will vouchfafe to give me Reafons 

Why Ci£SAR died; and let me bury him* 

(As it becomes his Friend) with decent Honour : 

Then 111 but ftcep his Alhes in my Tears, 

And in his cold Urn (mother all my Sorrow. 

Brutus. i 

Tisjuft, we grant it; take his Body hence | 
And I will join my felf to do him honour. 

Cassius. ' 

Hold, Brutus firft confider well of that : 
The eafy Rabble may be mov'd againft xp. \ 

Who knows how Rhetoric may prevail on Fools } 

Brutus. 
We need not, C assius, be fo much concerned t 

Now 
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v Rome's fecufe, there's no fuch thing as Danger. 
at GasAr's SoUl we ftar'd, and that once gone, 
cannot ufe his harmlefs Corps too well. 

CA88IVS. 

yet 1 fear the work 

BtLVtua. 

Befldei 111 go, 
1 fpeak before him in the Market-place. 
Am* on*, your Praife rnuft be fo nice, 
(Krt td Wame out Action : yon may ihew 
hLovetoCi£sAR> and Eftcem of us. 

Cassius. 
Speech (hall be your Pattern j fo we leave you 
pay that Pity which you owe your Friend. 

lExennt all but Antony. 
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SCENE VI. 

Itont, tohoftsnds over the Body of Cms a*, atone. 

A n t o N T. 
ty indeed ! but what a wretched Change, 
tat thou ftiould'ft rnovc it 1 Thou, whefc wondrous. 

Soul 
P **h?£h as e'er Humjuijty attain'd $ 

Yet 



a«4 gVLIUS CMSAR. 



v 



Yet gentle as the immblcft of Mankind. 

[Enter fame Friends of Antony^ 

Thy vaft Ambition was but juft, and like 
The Element of Fire when firft created, 
Which foar'd above the reft, to fhine more glorious, 
And chear the under World with Light and Heat. 
Thou ftill {halt fhine a Cornet, and portend 
A black and bloody Scene of Civil War. 
Thefe Wounds infpirc me with prophetick Skill, 
Which like dumb Mouths op'ning their bloody Lips, 
Seem to entreat the utterance of my Tongue. 
Now the whole World difturb'd, will mifs thee foonj 
Men fhall bemoan their Matter, beat their Breafts, 
And lay upon thy Death all their Misfortunes, 
Wars, Bloodfhed, MafTacres, fuch horrid Deeds* 
And fatal Fury, fhall be fo familiar, 
That Cqftom fhall take off all Senfe of Crime, 
And Shame and Guilt (hall be but Words forgot, 
Loft in the boundlefs Licence of the Times. 

Come, let us bear him to the Market-place, 
This is a Jewel yet, tho* drop'd by Fortune 5 - 
With which we'll purchafe Popularity, 
And fct up for our felvcs in this new World. 
Our Tears and Grief will foften their hard Hearts, 

Fit 
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to receive Impreffion from our Words. 

d when Crowds liftcn once, there is no Fear, 

ey have the People's Hearts, who have their Ear. 

[Exeunt with the Body o/Casar. 



To hefting after the Fourth Aft* 

Fourth CHORUS. 

TOW great a Curfe has Providence 
jL Thought fit to caft on Human Kind ! 
arning, Courage, Eloquence, 
The gentleft Nature, nobleft Mind, 
ere intermixed in one alone $ 
x in one Moment overthrown ! 

3uld Chance, or fenfelefs Atoms join 

To form a Soul fo great as his i 

r would thofe Pow'rs we hold Divine, 

Dcftroy their own chief Mafter-piccc i 

r here fo much Difficulty lies, 

he doubtful are the only wife. 



And, 
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And, wbttmnft*Bor«f*i^«*rThoflgfefc# 
Great Jove the <boft of Rms*s lends, 

To do che very vorft of &ults, 
And kill the kindeft of his Friends. 

All this is far above our reach, 

Whatever Pricfts prefume to preach. 



mm* 
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ACT V. SCENE I 

SCENE AfcFentm. 

Enter Brutus and Cassius, followed by Crowds 

of Citizens. 

First Citizen,. 

BEhold the Men who have delivet'difr/fl* 7 
Second Citizen. 
Brutus has freed us all, and heftiail rale us. 

Third Citizen. 
We will be free, and fervc the Noble Brutus.. 

Brutus. 
Why Friends, ye (peak Impoffibilitics ; 
Would ye be free, yet fern I how odd that founds ! 
I grieve to fee you bear your Change no better. 
But give me leave to fttisfy you all, 
Why we have done this Deed, and fcr whofe fakes. 
I'll go up here j they who will hear me, ftay s 
The reft may follow Cassius, and hear huai. 

* First 
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First Citizen* 
I would hear Brutus (peak. 

Second Citizen. 

Ill follow Cassius.' 
And we'll compare together what they fay. 

T H I R D C IT I Z E N. 

The noble Brutus is afcended : Silence ! 

Brutus. 
Friends, deareft Countrymen, and worthy Romans* 
You Lovers of your Laws and Liberties j 
Hear me throughout with Patience, not with Paflion : 
' For, tho' your kindnefs is my chief Contentment, 
I would not owe your judgment of this Deed 
To any thing but Reafon well inform'd. 
Who is it here thinks C j£S ar innocent? 
I was his Friend, and yet I thought him guilty $ 
And Faults are great, which Friends cannot forgive. 
Why fhould I kill him then but for your fakes \ 
A Wretch who yields a Limb to be cut off, 
Does only that to fave a Life that's dearer : 
And when a grieving Parent whips his Child, 
Call it Corrc&ion, but not Cruelty. 
If then the very beft of C/esar's Friends 
Shou'd ask me why I kill'd him i Thus I anfwer : 
It was not that I lov'd him lefs than he, 

But 
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But 'twas becaufe I lov'd my Country more. 
Wou'd you have Ci€SAR live, and die all Slaves i 
Rather than tyave him dead, to live all Freemen i 
As CifiSAR lov'd me, oh I weep fot him j 
As he was fortunate, ' 1 cin rejoice j 
As he was valiant, I honour him ; 
But, as he was Ambitious, I flew him. 
Who's here fo bafe, as would become a Bondman t 
If ahy, fpeak ; for him I have offended. 
Who's here fo rude, that would not be a Roman ? 
If any, (peak 5 for him I have offended. 
Who's here fo vile, to value any thing, 
t^n his beft Friend, before the Publick Good i 
I own, nay boaft, I have offended him. 
What fay you, Countrymen? 

Citizen. 

None, BriJtus, none. 

Brutus. 
Then none have I offended by his Death. 
The Reafon for it fhall be fait enroll'd 5 
His Glory not diminifh'd in the leaft. 
Here comes his Body, mourn'd by good Antonius. 

Enter Antony with the Body of C^sar. 

Who, tho* a Friend of Caesar, is ours too 5 
And fo has leave to bury him with Honour. 
Vol. I. U I n 
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In a Free Government all (hould be Friends : 
And he, who would have faVd this Cesar's Life, 
Shall yet receive advantage by his Death, 
Freedom of Vote in governing the World : 
As which of you fhall want it i I conclude j 
That, as I flew my Friend to fave my Country, 
I here have the fame Dagger for my felf, 
Whenever Rome (hall wifh, or need my Death. 

iDefcendu 

First Citizen, 
Live, Brutus, live : bring him in Triumph hemic 

Second Citizen. 

« 

Give him a Statue by his Anceftors. 

Third Citizen. 
Let him be Cesar. 

Fourth Citizen. 

C^sar was nothing to him; 
Let him be crown'd, I will have Brutus crownU 

Brutus. 
Hold, worthy Countrymen. 

First Citizen. 

Peace} Silence* 

Second Citizen. 
Peace j for Brutus fpeaks again* 

Bkv* 
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Brutus* 

You'll make me draw this Dagger OACe again j 

But 'tis againft my felf $ for I would die 

Your Fellow-Friend, rather than live your Lord* 

You almoft make me wllh C>£Sar alive t 

If one muft rule, there's none could do it better. 

Pray hear Marc Antony, for my fake hear him } 

He (peaks by our Permiflion, and is noble. 

But, while he praifes Ci£SAR, then remember 

I honour'd him as much, but lov'd you more. 

Nay, ftay good Romans j not a Man go with me: 

\Exit. 

First Citizen. 

This CifiSAR was a Tyrant j Brutus fays fo j 
And no Man living knows a Tyrant better. 

Second Citizen. 

For, Neighbours, why (hould Brutus kill him elfe ? 
He lov'd him. Therefore fure he was a Tyrant. 

Third Citizen. 

Notably faid! anfwer me that who can. 
But come, let's hear Marc Antony a little, 

Antony. 
For Brutus' fake I am beholden to you. 

U z First 
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First Citiz en. 
What's that of Brutus ? beft (peak well of Brutus* 

Second Citizen. 
How's this i What does he fay, for Brutus 5 fake i 

Third Citizen. 
He (ays, for Brutus' fake he is beholden to us. 

Second Citizen. 
Oh, very well $ go up, Marc Antony. 

Antony. 
Shall I go up, and will you give me leave > 

Citizens. 
Ay, ay. [Antony afcends. 

Antony. 
Friends, Countrymen, and Romans y hear me gently 5 
I come to bury Cj£SAR, not to praife him. 
Lo here the fatal End of all his Glory : 
The Evil that Men do, lives after them 5 
The Good is often bury'd in their Graves ; 
So let it be with Caesar. Noble Brutus 
Has told you C^sar was ambitious : 
If he was fo, then he was much to blame ; 
And he has dearly paid for his Offence. 
Here, under leave of Brutus and the reft, 
I come to do my duty to dead C^sar. 
He was my Friend, faithful and juft to mej 
But yet it feems he was Ambitious. 

1 Bru- 
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Brutus has faid it, I muft fay it too 5 

For Brutus is a Man of ftri&eft Honour. 

Thoufands of Captives C^sar brought to Rome, 

Whofc Ranfom often fiird the Publick Coffers. 

Was this Ambition ? Brutus fays it was : 

And Brutus is an honourable Man. 

When wretched Orphans cry'd, Ci£SAR would weep $ 

So weep for them, that they have wept no more : 

Ambition fcldom is fo tender-hearted. 

You all have feen how at the Publick Sports, 

Out of a fpolifh and too forward Love, 

He was prefented with a Kingly Crown, 

Which he then thrice refused 5 was this Ambition? 

Yet Brutus fays he was Ambitious, 

And Brutus is a Man we all muft honour. 

I fpeak not to difprove what Brutus fpoke, 

But muft as little wrong this dead, good Man. 

You all did love him once not without caufp; 

And will you hate him dead whom you lov'd living } 

O Juftice, Juftice ! whither art thou fled ? 

For Men have loft their Reafon. Bear with me 5 

My Heart's beneath that Mantle therewith Casar ; 

And I muft paufe a while till it comes back. \JVeeps. 

First C itizen. 
Methinks there's much of Reafon in his Sayings, 
If you confid^r rightly of the matter, 

U 3 C*- 
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CifiSAR has had fome wrong. 

Second Citizen, 

Has he, my Matters? 
They will have much ado to make amends to him, 
I fear there will a worfe come in his place. 

Third Citizen. 
Mark'd you his Words > he would not take the Crown. 
Therefore 'tis certain he was not Ambitious. 

First Citizen, 

If it be found fo, fome fhall pay dear for it. 

Second Citizen. 
Sec, if good Antony can fpeak for weeping ! 

Third Citizen. 
There's not a nobler Man in Rome than Antony* 

Second Citizen. 
But mark him, he begins again to fpeak. 

Antony, 
But ycfterday the Word of Casar might 
Have pafs'd through all the World : Now helies the*fi. 
And none fo low to do him reverence. 
Oh Romans i if I were di{pos'd to move 
Your Hearts and Minds to Mutiny and Rage, 
I fhould do Brutus wrong, and Cassius wrongs 
Who, you all knpw, are honourable Men. 

Yet 
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Yet here's a Parchment with the Seal of C^sar, 
I found it in his Clofet * 'tis his Will : 
Let but the Commons hear this Teftament, 
(Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read) 
And they would run and kifs dead Caesar's Wounds, 

And dip their Napkins in his facred Blood * 

Nay, beg a Hair of his for Memory, 

And dying, mention it within their Wills, 

Bequeathing it as a rich Legacy 

To their dear Iflue. 

Fourth Citizen. 
We'll hear this Will: read it Marc Antony, 

All. x 

The Will, the Will, we muft hear Char's Will. 

Antony. 

Have patience, gentle Friends \ I muft not read it $ 
It is not fit you know how Caesar lov'd you. 
You are not Wood, you arc not Stones, but Men 5 
And being Men, hearing the Will of Cesar, 
It will inflame you, it will make you mad : 
fTis well, you know not that you are his Heirs, 
For if you did, oh what might come of it } 

Third Citizen. 
Read the Will, Antony, for we will hear it. 

V 4 An- 
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Antony. 
Will you be patient ? will you ftay a while \ 
I have o'erfhot my felf to tell you of it 5 
I fear I wrong the Honourable Men, 
Whofe Daggers ftabb'd the undefended CjESak, 

First Citizen. 
Tray tors and Rogues ! they honourable Men ? 

Second Citizen. 

Villains and Murderers ! Come, read the Will, 

Antony. 

You will compel me then to read the Will. 

Then make a Ring about the Corps of C j£Sar, 

And let me Ihew you him that made the Will. 

Shall I defcend i and will you give me leave i 

All. 
Come down. 

First Citizen. 

Defcend, you fhall have leave. 

Second Citizen. 

A Ring! 
Third Citizen, 
Stand off a while 5 (land from the Body there. 

( Fourth Citizen. 

Make room for Antony, moft noble Antony, 

Antony. 

Nay, prefs not fo upon me, gentle Friends. 

If 
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[£ you have Tears, prepare to Hied 'em now. 

if ou all have fcen this Mantle j I remember 

rhe firft time ever Casak put it on i 

Twas on a Summer's Evening in his Tent, 

After a glorious Fight againft your Foes. 

Look ! in this place ran C assius' Dagger through! 

See what a Rent the envious Casca made ! 

Here, here, the well-beloved Brutus ftabb'd 5 

And as he pluck'd his ourfed Steel away, 

Mark how the Blood of C^sar follow'd it ! 

As rufhing out abroad, to be refolv'd 

If it were Brutus fo unkindly (truck i 

For Brutus, as you know, was Cesar's Fav^ite 5 

Judge, O you Gods, how dearly C^sar lov'd him j 

This, this was the unkindeft Stroke of all ! 

For when undaunted Cj£Sar faw him ftab, 

Ingratitude, more ftrong than Tray tor's Arms, 

Quite vanquifh'd him. Then burft his mighty Heart j 

Then in his Mantle muffling up his Face, 

Under a croud of Villains, CifiSAR fell, 

Oh what a Fall was there, my Countrymen ! 

Then I, and you, and Rome itfelf too fell, 

While bloody Treafon flourifh'd o'er our Heads. 

Oh now you weep, and I perceive you feel 

The dint of Pity, thefe are worthy drops. 

&ind Souls, what weep you when you but behold 

Our 
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Our CfcSAnWeftuie torn? O then look here : 
Here is himfelf , mangled you fee by Traytors ! 

tTakes off the Mantle. 

First Citizen. 
O mournful Sight ! 

Second Citizen. 

O cruel Tray tors, Villains J 

Third Citizen. 
O Noble Cw£SAR ! but well be reveng'd. 
Set fire, kill, flay, let not a Tray tor live, 

Antony. 

Stay, Countrymen. 

Fourth Citizen. 

Peace there, hefpeaks.again. 

All. 
We'll hear him, follow him, and die with him, 

Antony. 
Good Friends, dear Friends, let me not ftir you up 
To fuch a fudden Flame of Mutiny, 
They who have done this Deed, are Men of Note : 
What private Griefs they had, alas I know not, 
Which made them do it 5 they are wondrous wife, 
And will, no doubt, give you fome (hew of Reafon. 
I come not, Friends, to fteal away your Hearts : 

1 I 
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I am no Orator, as Cassius is $ 
But as you know me all, a plain, blunt Man 
Who love my Friend ; and that they know full well 
Who gave me leave to fpeak in publick of him : 
For I have neither Art, nor Words, nor Worth, 
A&ion, nor Utt'rancje, nor the Pow'r of Speech, 
To ftir Mens Blood 5 I only (peak plain truth, 
£.nd tell you that which you already know : 
Shew you dear Cesar's Wounds, poor, poor dumb 

Mouths, 
And bid them fpeak for me : But, were I Brutus, 
And Brutus here 5 fo great an Orator 
Would rouze up ev'ry Soul, and put a Tongue 
In ev'ry Wound of C;£Sar, which (hould move 
The very Stones to rife and mutiny. 

All, 
[Well mutiny j we'll burn the Houfe of Brutus, 

Fourth Citizen. 
Away then, come, feek the Confpirators. 

Antony. 
Yet hear me, Countrymen, yet hear me fpeak. 

All. 
Peace ho! hear Antony, moft noble Antony. 

Antony. 
Why Friends, you go to do you know n/>t what. 

Where- 
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Wherein has Cesar thus deferv'd your Love ? 
Alas, you know pot ; I muft tell you then t 
You have forgot the Will I told you of. 

All. 
Tis true, the Will i let's ftay and hear the Will. 

Antony. 
Here is the Will, and under Cesar's Seal} 
To evry Roman Citizen he gives, 
To ev'ry fev'ral Man, fevnty five Drachma's. 

Third Citizen. 
Well faid ; thofe Drachma's will coft fome Men dear. 

All. 

Moft gen'rous Caesar ! well revenge his Death, 

Antony. 

Hear me with Patience. 

All. 
Peace ho! noble Caesar! 

Antony. 

Moreover, he has left you all his Walks, 
His private Gardens, and new-planted Orchards 
On this fide Tiber 9 here he gives to you, 
And to your Heirs for ever 5 publick Pleafures, 
To walk abroad, and recreate your felves. 
Here was a Ci£SAR ! when comes fuch another J 

All, 
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All. 
O never, never 5 come Sirs, come away. 

Antony. 
Hold, hold, my Mailers, ftay one Moment longer ; 
Now keep your Hearts from breaking if you can : 
Prepare ye now to bijirft with Grief and Anger. 
Behold this Scroll, the very hand of Cjesar I 
In it he notes this firm and fettled Purpofe, 
Firft to fubdue the TarthianSy our worft Foes, 
And then rcftorc Rome to her ancient Freedom. 
I'll keep the Pow'r, faith he, of Rome's Dictator, 
Till I have vanquifh'd all her Enemies : 
* Then, Oh ye Gods! may fhe be free for ever, 
" Tho' at th' expence of all our dearcft Blood ! 
That precious Blood is here indeed let out, 
But wherc's theLibcrty \vc purchafeby it ? 
Slaves as we arc to Murderers and Villains. 

First Citizen. 

We'll burn his Body in the Holy Place, 

And with the Brands fire all the Villains Houfcs. 

Second Citizen. 
Take up the Body. 

Third Citizen. 

Go, fetfire; pulldown 
The very Senate-Houfc where Cj£Sar dy'd. 

An- 
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Antony. 
So, let It work: Mifchief, thou an afoot, 
Take now what courfc thou wilt ! Deftru&ion, Ruin 
The baneful Iflue of fo black a Deed ! 

Ambition, when unbounded, brings a Cuxfc, 
But an Aflaflinate deferves a worfc. 
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PROLOGUE by the Au thor. 



OUR Scene is Athens. And Great Athens 
narrid, 
What Soul Co dull as not to be enflam'dt 
Met h inks y at mentioning that facred place* 
A reverend Awe appears in ev'ry Face y 
For Menfofam'd, of fuch prodigious <Parts, 
As taught the World all Sciences and Arts. 

Amidft allthefe 9 ye fball behold a Man 
The moft applauded fine e Mankind began * 
Outlining ev'n thofe Greeks who moft excel; 
Whofi Life was one fitfdCoutfe of doing well. ' 
Oh who can therefore without Tears attend 
OnJuchaLife, and fuch a fatal End? 

But here our Author y befides other Faults 
OfillExpreJfions, and of vulgar Thoughts, 
Vol. L X Com* 
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Commits one Crime that needs an AH of Graces 

And breaks the Law of Unity of Tlace : 

Tet, tofuch noble ^Patriots, overcome 

Byfa&ious Violence \ and banijb' dKomc, 

Atherfs alone a Jit Retreat could yield: 

And where can Brutus fall, but in Philippi Field? 

Some Criticks judge, enfn Love it felf too mean 
A Care to mhc infuch a lofty Scene, 
And with thofe antient Bards of Greece believe 
Ftiendfbip hasftronger Charms topleafe or grieve i 
But our more am tons Toet, finding Love 
Amidft all other Cares ft ill Jbines above j 
Lets not the beft of Romans end their Lives 
Without juftfoftnefs for the kindeft Wives. 
Tet, if ye think his gentle Nature fuch, 
As to havefofterid this great Tale too much, 
Soon will your Eyes grow dry, and TaJJimfaUi 
When ye refleft 'tis all but Conjugal. 

. This to the few and knowing was addreft 3 
And now 'tis fit I jbouldfalute the reft. 



Moft reverend, dull Judges of the Tit, 
By Nature cursd with the wrong fide of Wit I 



Tou 
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Ton need not care what* l er you fee to-night, 
HowillfomeTlayersaft, or Toets write % 
Should our Miftakes be never fo notorious, 
Toull have the Joy of being more cenforious : 
Shew your fmall Talent then y let that fuffice ye % 
But grow not vain upon it, Iadvife ye > 
Each petty Critic can Objections raife, 
The great eft Skill is knowing when topraife. 
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Draiiiatis Perfbriae* 
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M. Brutus. 
C. Cassius. 

Lucilius, Friend of Brutus. 

< 
Titinius, Friend of Cassius. 

Pindarus, Freedman of Cassius. 

Varius, A young Roman bred at Athensl 

Theodotus, A Philofopher. 

M.Antonius, The Triumvir. | 

Dolabella, Friend of M. Antonius* 



Junia, Wife of Cassius, and Sifter of Brutus; 

Magiftratcs ^/"Athens. 
Centurions. 

Officers. 
Soldiers. 



The Play begins the Day before the Battle of 

*Phili]>ph and ends with it. 




ACT I. SCENE I. 



qA Veftibulc in Athens. 

Enter Lvcilivs and Varivs. 
Lucilius. 

Xpress upon Exprcft arrives 
from Rome. 
Their Veneration for moft 

noblcBRUTUS 
Is now rcviv'd, and makes 
all mourn his Abfence. 

Varius*. 
But yet fome threaten to 
deftroy us here, 
X 3 For 
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For giving (belter to that worthy Roman : 
What means this Contradiction ? 

Lucilius. 

HI inform you. 
Our Empire groan d beneath the Pow'r of Cesar 5 
A Man fo fam'd for Clemency and Courage, 
(Qualities charming ev*n in Enemies) 
That none, tho' virtuous, could refolve to aft 
A bold and noble Deed, which all Men wifh'4* 

.Varius. 
You mean the Death of C &s ar. Pray go on, 

Lucilius. 
At length, a Man of all the World inclined 
The leaft to Violence, or any Paffion 5 
A Man fublimcly wife, exactly juft 

Varius, 
After this Chara&er, you need not name him, 

Lucilius. 
Brutus, the Head of all thofe noble Spirits 
Whofhineat Rome, and rule the under World, 
Scle&s the very choiccft of them all, 
And fells the Tyrant in the very Senate. 

Varius. 

This Deed of Brutus fcems the Will of Heav'n. 

Lu« 
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Lucilius. 
And (b accounted for his wondrous Virtue. 
The Soldiers, Senators, and common People, 
(If among Ramans they can be fo cali'd) 
Ev'n the beft Friends of CifiSAR followed Brutus, 
As the avo\/d Deliverer of his Country : 
Till his foft Nature, and his gen'rous Spirit, 
Refign'd the Corps to be interred with Honour. 

Varius. 
That made this fatal Change, as we are told. 

Lucilius. 
Moft true, in thofe that heard the fam'd Oration. 
What is it Eloquence cannot perfuadc? 
Rcafon itfelf comes over to its fide. 
Thus Antony, foon as his Speech was ended, 
Rais'd in that Heat fo great a Rage againft us, 
As fore'd ev'n Friends to aft the part of Foes : 
Yet now the wife repent, and rev'rencc Athens 
fox thus fupporting the moft worthy Brutus. 

Varius. 
The Roads from Rome are filTd by valiant Crowds, 
Who fly from Safety, to partake our Danger. 

Lucilius. 
No wonder: fince Virtue has ever fix\i 
Kind Correfpondence between Rome and Athens. 

X + The 
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The Youth of Rome, aqd all whom Rome has eon„ 

quer'd, 
Hither repair to learn Philofophy, 
Chief among thefe, you (Son of famous Tulj-y) 
Advis'd no doubt by your illuftrious Father, 
Invited Brutus and his Brother C assius 
To make great Athens Center of the War t 

V a r i u s. 
And fhe has own'd your Caufe in ample manner. 
Armies ate levy'd, and vaft Sums arc rais'd, 
In the defence of Roman Liberty. 

Lucilius, 
Oh Noble Efforts of Rcpublick Spirit! 
Why this is being Friends tp Humane Kind 5 
Which, next to Heav'n, is moft oblig'd to thofc 
Who refcuc Liberty from yile Oppreflion. 

Varius. 
Our ancient Heroes thus grew Gods theipfclves ; 
Befidcs* 'tis in a manner Self-defence 
To help in neighb ring Dangers 5 for it hinders 
Future Incroachmcnts on our felves at from?, 

Lucilius. 

* • 

Of that, Athenians are almoft too jealous : 
Ev'n with Ingratitude they crufh Ambition, 
And banilh Merit, when the lcaft afpiring. 

Va- 
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Moft wifely do they a&, nay juftly too : 
For, we reward a Leader's Service beft, 
In barring him the means of doing Mifchief. 
Happier, much happier had it been for Caesar, 
Had he been banifti'd, while yet innocent, 
rhan e'er return'd triumphant o'er his Country. 



SCENE II. 

Enter Dolabella pulling off his 'Difguife* 

• Lucilius. 
What! Dolabella here i 

Dolabella. 

A Friend to Varius, 
Sent by Antonius in moft fecret manner, 
To ask anlnterviqw of noble Brutus, 
Before the Soldier joins in bloody Battle. 
Who knows but each great Chief may grow more 

kind, 
In fight of wondring Armies may embrace, 
Andfiam fhall fh^le at their returning Friends? 

\Exit Lucilius. 

Varius. 
Andean you th^nk that Brutus flew great Julius, 

To 
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To fuff er Tyranny in other Hands i • 

DOLABELLA. 

Alas, that Tyranny is but a Word, 

Us'd only by us when we hate our Ruler. 

Have we not found (you 11 pardonme,gpod Variu*) 

That ev'n this Change you call Deliverance 

Jias but remov'd one Hardfhip foj: a greater, 

A finglc Grievance for a Civil War, 

Varius. 
What do I hear ! Is any Grievance equal 
To that moft abjed State of being Subje&s 
To Will, tpPaflion, or to lawlcfs Humour > 

DOLABEILA. 

Yet thefc Expreflions (hew 'tis not mere ruling, 
But ruling ill, you fear. When Prudence fways, 
Tis Happinefs, not Slavery, to be govern'd. 
To blefs olir Times with Plenty, and with Plcafuro* 
Prevent Diforders, and promote Divejfions, 
Hinder us all from hurting one another, 
Take ail the Cares, and leave us all the Joys, 
Can only be accomplifli'd by great Power, 
When plac'd in fuch a Man as God-like Brutus. 

V a r i u 5. 

Where is Content or Plcafurc under Force ? 

The Freedom of Man's Will not Heav n conftrain? : 

Who 
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tio wants it, and endures it, is a Brute. 
: put the cafe fpme Phoenix Prince fhould reign, 
/ulture might fucceed ; a Son, orBrother> 
10 will undo in a few Months of Folly, 
rfhort will be his Reign, tho'Yecming long) 
iiate'er the Wife had been whole Years contriving, 
;c Brutus, did you fay \ A Man like Brutus 
> more would be a Sov'reign, than a Slave : 
Man fo virtuous, and fowife, well knows 
s better much to bear than do a Hardfhip. 

DOLABELLA. 

hat Hasdfhip's done by a&ing for Men's good i 

Varius. 
hat good can come from arbitrary Sway ? 
ic choiceft Fare, fore'd down, will cloy thtf 

Stomach, 
t here he comes himfelf to hear your Meflage : 
: once the humbleft and the higheft Mind 
lat ever fhin'd in all our Roman Story ! 

lExit Varius, 



w 



SCENE lit 

Enter Brv tvs. 

Brutus. 
Meflage from Anto^ius claims a Hearing, 

Whom, 
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Whom, tho' my En^my, I ftill eftcem? 

DoLABELLA. 

His bokleft Wifhes aim at nothing higher, 
And therefore thus aflurcs moft noble Brutus, 
That what he has done, was by Nature fore'd 
From his frclh Sorrow for his flaughtcr'd Friend 5 
But now his bleeding Country moves him more, 
And his Soul (hakes at fight of Civil War. 
Secure him but by taking Sov'reign Pow-r, 
To you alone he joins with all his Force. 

Brutus. 
And I abandon C assius, and my Friends > 

POLABELLA. 

Far be it from me to propofe fuch Bafenefs, 

May they, and we, be happy under you, 

And the whole World once govern'dby theVirtuous, 

Brutus, 
Ah, Dolabella, little do you Hno\? 
The Mind of Brutus. When I flew your Caesar, 
Think you it was Ambition ) Jove is Witnefe 
I would have crown'd him rather than myfelft . , 
But Rome claim'd Freedom, tho' hy Caesar's Death \ 
Tho* by Deftru&ion of my deareft Friend : 
And free fhe fhall be ftill, if! prevail. 
An ton 1 us joining in that glorious Work, 

May 
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May claim whate'er a Commonwealth can give : 
NTay, I will be his Soldier in her Service. 
rhen, neither he nOr we fhali longer ftrive, 
But only who (hall ferve his Country beft. 

DOLABfcLLA. 

Will you then rather fee the World in Arms* • 
Than govern it yourfelf to make it happy i 

Brutus. 
May the great Gods deftroy that World and me, 
If e'er I fuffcr Rome to be enflav'd! 
Ramfj that has toil'd for Fame fo many Ages> 
By Valour, and by Virtue tam'd Mankind, . 
Soften'd rude tyincjs, and in the wildeft Soils 
Eftablifh'd Manners and Humanity 5 
And, cultivating Youth with ftritteft care, 
firft taught Urbanity, that ufeful Art 
Of being moft politely fociable 5 
(A Virtue fcarce known in the World befide, 
And chiefly owing to our Liberty) 
Gods ! fhatl all this link into mean Submiflion ? 
Which in a Moment would debate our Souls, 
Like thofe in wretched Governments around us. 

DOLABELLA. 

But yet Submiflion feems defign'd by Nature, 
Why elfe has fhe beftow'd fuch diff rent Talents > 

1 Some, 
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Some, like your own, with Worth, and Skill to 

govern; 
And Thousands only fitted to obey. 

Brutus. 
As well you might imagine harmlefs Sheep 
Only created for the rav'nous Wolf. 

DOLABELLA, 

But is man blameable for maft'ring both ? 

Brutus. 
No; for thofe Beads are of inferior R$nk : 
But where does Nature, or the Will of Heav'iij 
Subjeft a Creature to one like itfelf i 
Man is the only Brute enflaves his Kind. 

DOLABELLA. 

Tis not the Shape, but Soul, that (hews the likenefi: 
Is a mere Changeling like a Man of Prudence) 

Brutus. 
A Man of Prudence never will at once 
Make both himfelf and all the World unhappy* 
Think you that 'tis for Envy, Kings are hated ? 
Pity would rather plead in their Defence, 
Did we not more companionate their Subjeds* 
Alas, they fcarce have one contented Hour, 
Pew to confide in, and whole Crowds to fear % 

Afham'd 
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Aftiam'd to rule Co many wifer Sub j efts, 
Yet often fway'd by weaker than themfelves. 

DOLABELLA, 

All this were reconcil'd, if Brutus govern'd j 
freedom and Empire might coniift together : 
Your felf would be the only Man uneafy ; 
Which, for the fake of all, you will not grudge. 

Brutus* 
If there were colour for fo vile a Change, 
Or the leaft Plcafure in the greateft Power 5 
Yet I abhor what I difdain to hear. 
Return in fafety back, but tell Anton ius, 
My higheft Wifh is to fix Rome in Freedom j 
My next to die before (he is enflav'd. 

[Exit Dolabell a, Manet BkvtvsI 



SCENE IV. 

m 

Enter Varius and Lucilius. 

Varius. 
The Areopagite Council long have fate, 
To do great Brutus fome unwonted Honour* 
Some voted to renew th' Ofympick Games, 
Others with Plays would crowd the Theatres $ 

1 But 
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But thcfe were held Diverfions too divine, 

And only confecratcd to the Gods. 

At laft, the wifeft and moft famous Senate, 

In love to you* in fervice to the Publick, 

In veneration for fuperior Virtue, 

Refolves to rear your Statue carv'd by Samius, 

Thatgreatcft Artift, for the beft of Men ; 

And place it in the facred Temple, next 

Harmonius and Aristogiton, 

Thofe worthy Patriots of learned Athens* 

Lucilius. 
How many Ages hence lhall Wealth of Princes 
Vye for thefe dear Remains, fo doubly famous* 
Both for the Work, and him it reprefents ! 

Brutus. 

Was ever Honour from fo wife a People 
Defign'd fo kindly, yet beftow'd fo ill ? 
I am not only deftitute of Merit, 
But of Ambition, more than to do good* 
Fame's only due for Deeds beyond our Duty i 
Who can do thofe in fervice of his Country i i 
The Romans y and cv'n Cassius, may repine 
At fuch a partial proof of their Affe&ion. 
Advife me how to fhun it with Refped. 
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Varius. 
You fhould not, cannot now, without Affront. 
No mean Aflembly this, fuch as proceeds 
In (hew fot publick Good, with private Aim j 
Sluggifh to meet, yet hafty to refolve* 
Thefe, in fafe Methods, and with prudent Steps, 
Encourage Virtue, and uphold their Country. 



SCENE V. 

Enter Cassius. 

Cassius, 
I greet my Friend on this new Complement j 
Which, in your Name, (hews a Refped to all. 
The Death of Casar is a common Caufe, 
Which Commonwealths in Prudence muft approve. 

Brutus. 

True, noble Cassius 5 and I never would 
Accept an Honour fep'rate from my Friends. 
Brutus has nothing in his Life or Humour 
Suited to this unprecedented Honour. 

Cassius. 
Methinks you now efteem your felf too little, 
Only to prize this Complement too much. 

Vol. I. Y Bru- 



iix THE DEATH GJ* 

< 

Brutus* 
A Statue rear'd to me, and rear'd by Athens, 
I own a mod tranfeendent Obligation $ 
But ev'ry Sum and Soldier they have rais'd 
In aid of Liberty, affe&s me more. 

Cassius. 
I ever thought a Roman General 
Above Reward from an Athenian Senate. - 
What is a Trifle then giv'n by Grey-beards, 
Mov'd by a little Popularity > 

Brutus. 
But, to be mov'd by Envy, furc is worfc. 

Cassius. 
I did not envy Cj£Sar, tho' I flew him. 

Brutus. 
An honeft Mind can envy no Ufurper ; 
You faid you kill'd him for the Publick Good, 

Cassius, 
You know I kiirdhim for the Publick Good : 
Who doubts it, does me Wrong. 

Brutus. 

Do none your felf. 
What, fhallwetwo, the Champions of Freedom, 
Like Children, grudge at one another's Play-things ? 

Come, 



Come, we are Friends. But think hot I am fond 

[.Embraces him> 
Of airy Trifles, tho' I value Famtu 
Fame for good Deeds is the Reward of Virtue* 
Thirft after Fame is giv n us by the Gods, 
Both to excite our Minds to noble Ads, 
And give a proof of fame immortal State, 
Where we (hall kppw, that Fame we leave behind, 
Thaf higheft Blefling which the Gods beftow. 

Cass i us. 
But 'tis a greater not fa need their Bledings ? 
You StoickshoLd, a Wife Man is above them* 

Brutus. 
Yet not infcnfible to Reputation. 
For that he (lights all Torments, ev'n Difgrace $ 
Nay, what is harder yet, defpifes Plcafurej 
A Strength of Mind which only Man pofiefles* 

Cass ii) s. 
I fee no fuch diftin&ion, nor wherein 
Man fotranfeends* except in Arrogance* 
This great Superiority of Man 
Often comes (hort ev'n of the meaneft Creatures : 
They in their ways more happily confin'd, 
Seem not to fcorn, or bear down one another ; 
Never ungrateful, or the leaft deceiving, 
But keep wife Nature's Laws with drift Obedience. 

Ya Oh 
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Oh happy for the World, if in thcfc Times 
Mankind in gcn'ral were no worfe than Brutes ! 

) Brutus, 
111 Men, indeed, I rauft confefs are worfe. 

C a s s i u s. 

And furc the worft of all, their Country's Enemies. 
Thcfe fhould be cenfur'd by our rev'rehd Priefts, 
Who always raife out Thoughts to things above, 
But yet connive at Villany below. 

Brutu*. 
From hence the Miferies of Rome proceed. 
When Fraud, Oppreffion, fouleft Calumny, 
Contempt of Laws, and bold Impieties* 
Appear bare-fae'd $ no Auguries more furc 
Foretell the Ruin of a finking State. 

C a s s 1 u s. 
No Auguries ! What do they e'er foretell, 
But as the Politician bribes the Prieft ) 
Mere Combination againft common Senfe. 

Brutus. 

Youll have yout way. But do you not remember 
That Southfayer who faid, the Ides HiMafch 
Were come, not gone ? 

Cas- 
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Cass 1 us. 

And that was all he knew : 
Had he known more, why did he not inform i 

Brutus. 
The Gods decreed that Rome (hould be deliver 'd. 

Varius. 
That devout Thought revives pur finking Hopes \ 
H^av'n will not fail a Caufe it once has bleft. 

Cassius. 
But truft not all to that, let us be careful. 
When you (hall march to-morrow after me, 
Should we not leave fome Forces here behind ? 

Brutus. 
For what > 

Cassius. 
To keep thefc People firmly to us, 
Tl>ey, who at Rome command an Empire's wealth, 
Have dangerous Temptations of feducing* 

Varius. 
Oh never fear it. Shake Athenian Faith i 
Tis flopping Tides, or ftriving with the Winds. 

Brutus. 
They are too learn'd, and prudent, hot to know 
That 'tis the greateft Folly to be falfe 5 
J*ot worth a Villany to gain the World, 

Y3 A 
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A low mean A3: fo ranclcs in the Mind, 
There is no Joy, nor Quiet afterwards 5 
Kind Heaven has f orm'd us fo, that we might find 
Content and Honefty ftill join'd together. 

Cassius, 
But, then we are the more obiig'd to guard 'cm 
Againft what they might fuffer for our fakes. 

Brutus. 
Kindly, and juftly urg'd, I muft confcfs. 
But think you, that our Enemies can fpare 
The fmalleft Legion from oppdfing us i 
Detaching fome, may be their lofs of all. 
Yet, for this Place I am concerned fo much, 
You fliake my Reafon when you urge their Danger, 
Let them propofc what Guards themfelvcs dcfire* 

Cassius. 
Nay, there I differ 5 fince in War-affairs, 
With all their Wit, they cannot judge fo well 1 
Nor is it fit they judge in their own Caufe. 
ni ftrait afTemble them, and then debate 
With calm deliberation this Affair j 
Which well deferves pur fpeedieft Management, 
Since we are forc'd to march away fo foon. 
You'll come, I hope, an4 fi* our Resolution. 

[Exit Cajjsius. 

Bru- 
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Brutus. 
This Man has fome uneafinefs of Temper, 
But over-balanc'd by tiis publick Spirit, 
Which ever fways him to his Country's Good. 
Whate'er our Matter Zeno may have taught us, 
Nothing js wholly perfett here below : 
We fhould applaud the Merit that we find, 
And caft a friendly Veil on good Men's Faults. 
My Sifter Juni A loves him to excels i 
(If there can be Exeefs in Love, or Friendfhip.) 
Go, and acquaint her gently with the Journey 
Which he muft tal^e this night towards Thilipfi, 
Thereto decide th' important Fate of Rome. 

[Exit Luciuus. 

I muft prepare the Forces under me, 
To overtake him oi> his March to-morrow t 
From thence well hafte conjointly to the Battle : 
This fcanty Road bears us not both together $ 
^Vnd we muft once divide, to part no more. 

lExeunt Brutus and Yar ius. 
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FirftCHORU S. 

* Of Athenian c Philofophers. 

Written at the Command of his Grdce^ 

by Mr. POPE, 

I. 

YE Shades where facred Truth is fought, 
Groves, where immortal Sages taught. 
Where heav'nly Vifions Plato fir'd, 
And Godlike Zeno lay infpir'd ! 
In vain your guiltlefs Laurels flood 
Unfpotted long with humane Blood : 
Waii horrid War, your thoughtful Walks invades* 
And Steel now glitters in die Mufes Shades. 

II. 

Oh Heav'n-horn Sifters ! Source of Art ! 
Who charm the Senfe, or mend the Heart ; 

La 

Who lead fair Virtue's Train along, 
Moral Truth, and myftick Song I 

To what new Clime, what diftant Sky, 

Forfaken, friendlefs, fhallyefly? 
Say, will ye blcfs the bleak Atlantic Shore, 
Or bid the furious Gaul be rude no more ? 

III. 
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When Athens finks by Pates unjuft ; 

When wild Barbarians fpurn her Duft ; 

Perhaps cv'n Britain's utmoft Shore 

Shall ceafe to blufh with Stranger's Gore; 

See Arts her favage Sons controul, 
" An Athens riling near the *Pok 5 
Till fome new Tyrant lifts his purple Hand, 
And civil Madnefs tears them from the Land. 



IV. 



Ye Gods! what Juftice rules the Ball J 
Freedom ^nd Arts together fall 5 
Fools grant whatever Ambition craves, 
And Men, once ignorant, are Slaves. 
Oh curs'd EfFefts of civil Hate 5 
Inev'ryAge, in ev*ry State ! 
Still when the Luft of Tyrant Pow'r fucceeds* 
Sqme Athens periflics, fon\e Tully bleeds. 



ACT 
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ACT II* SCENE I 

The fime/ VeftibuU. 

Enter Varius, with Titinius newly trrhfdtt 

Athens. 

Titihius. 

WHat mean thcfc fumptuous Preparations? 
Is this a Time for either Pompor Pleafurc > 
When two, the beft and boldeft Sons of R&me, 
The juftcft Caufe too that was e'er defended, 
Arc on the very Brink of their Dcftru&km. 

Varius. 
O wrong not facrcd Athens > Sir, theNurfc 
The Mother of all Arts and Sciences : 
Has (he fpread Wit and Learning thro* the World* 
Nay foften'd Rome her felf (but rough before) j 

To Arts, to Eloquence, and gentler Manners, 
And is (he now upbraided ? 

TlTINIUS, 

fallacious Eloquence, and ufclefs Arts ! 

i 
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I own her Learning ; but that Polifhing 
Has but too much wcaken'd our harder Steel. 
Our ancient, rough, and manly Worth now bends 
At the hard touch of Perils and of ToHs. 
Our Gold is melted to a finer Shape, 
But mix'd with drofs of Flatt'ry and Corruption. 
How elfe could Brutus be a banifh'dMan ? 
Or how could Liberty fly here for Refuge I 

V A R I U S. 

And whither fhould it fly, if not to Athens? 
The School of all Philofophy and Virtue. 
Our publick R e cr e a t i o ns here are facred : 
This Day th' Atbmsns, ever true to Virtue, 
In this low Ebb, in fpite of powerful Rome, 
Have kept their Cuftom, tho* agaipft their Safety, 
Andcotifecrated Spom for your Succels. 

Tjtinius. 
Is'tpoflible? Pardon a Stranger's Error, ' 

Newly arriv'd with Succours from afar, 
Sent from the Gods, I think : for 'tis their Caufe ; 
And unknown Regions have efpous'd our QuarrcL 

Varius, 
The Sports are juft beginning $ I have time 
Only to let you know thefe are not Trifles, 
Or fuch as are in Nations loofe of Manners s 

• * 

$ut folemn Celebrations to the Gods, 

' * With 
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With piousHymns imploring their Prote&ion. 
Wife Athens ever has indulg'd Diver/ions 
With more Magnificence than greateft Princes : 
But they are all difpos'd in praifc of Virtue, 
Infpiring Courage, Generality, 
And moft of all, Affection to their Country. 
How think you now, Titinius? 

* * 

TlTINIUS. 

I recant, 
And grow my felf impatient for your Plcafures. 



' "T . ...' .• JJi >J 



SCENE II. 

The Scene opens, and Sf covers the magnificent 
Temple of Bacchus, where the publick Entertain. I 
ments were wont to be celebrated at Athens. The 
Statue of Brvtvs being this day creeled, isfo- 
fofed to be the Occajion of thefe Solemnities, and 
mufi appear in the fur thermofi part of the Stage. 

'4ftet the Shews and Songs are. over, Brutus, Lu- 
cilius, Titinius, and Varius remain on the , 
Stage. 

Lucinus. 
By thefe refin'd Divcrfions, we perceive 
This Town retains its old Magnificence 

No 
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o wonder Atticus, fo nicca Judge, 
fhen he retirtl, preferr'd this place toall* 

Varius. 
tiilofophy is highly*!* honoured here $ 
lid from that Fountain of fuperiour Wifdoiri 
Lows all this Stream of Arts and Sciences. 

Brutus. 
ere Poetry, harmonfaufly divine, 
\ moft tranfporting thus accompany'd 
Pith artful Paintings, and melodious Sounds. 
'he Mufes join in all Athenian Pleafures. 

Varius. 
iut that which has occaiion d thefe Delights, 
Jives the true taftc to all} your matchlefs Merit 

Brutus. 
fold, Varius i too much has been faid already 
& complement : and I receive it only 
is Honour done me for Romfs fake, not mine. 
Jo Prizes, taken but by vulgar Hands, 
Vre brought in Triumph to the Capitol. 

Lucilius. 
ret then, we know, that Leader juftly triumphs, 
Jnder whofe Conduft thofe rich Spoils are gain d. 

Bru- 
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Brutus. 
But were our Conduit equal to ou| Caufe* 
In which the noble C assji/s* and my felf 
Have here engaged all ,/^fa on our Side 3 
Yet the whole World delivered, muft acknowledge 
All owing to this gep'rous Commonwealth. 

Variijs* 
Rome could not fail to find ftiyport in Athens* 
Her elder Sifte^ bothinAft? and Arms, 
And great Protettrels of fair Liberty 1 
That Liberty to which fee ow«s her Splendour* 

Brutuj. 
Moft truly noted : From whence ever came 
GoodSenfe, or Learning, Art^Qf Peace, or War? 
Deepncfs of Thought, or Noblencfs of Nature ? j 
Except where Liberty enlarged the Mind i 

Vajuu*. 
The very Air of Freedom bf ecte great Souls* 
Which Education ripens into Virtue* 

Brutus. I 

And here infpires the ufcfalleft c£ Virtues, * 

Tender Affe&ioa to our native Country. . 

Vauius. 
My Friends and near Relations, when I took | 

My tender leave, after a thoufand Counfcls, 

Affur'd 
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iir'd me that their greateft Satisfaction 
is, that they fent me to this famous Place, 
lere Wifdom, and where Virtue beft are taught ) 
d own'd, when Romans write the moft politely, 
eir higheft Praifc is to have copy'd well. 

Brutus, 
lly himfelf confeflcs Greece fuperiour: 
he, of all our famous Wits of Rome, 
lies much the brightcft. ^ 

Varius. 
Such Applaufc from Brutus, 
i Reward equal to all his Merit. 

TlTINIUS. 

be cfteem'd by you, the greateft Kings 

te lend their Legions, and have lent their Trea fare* 

• 

Brutus. 
d timely comes this Aid : Advice from Rome 
iires us, all their Force is on the march. 

Varius. 
lought Dtflcnfion was among their Chiefs, 
:h of them driving to fctup himfelf. 

Enter Cas^iu.s. 

C ASS.1US. 

[ now is come moft unexpected News j 

i Our 



3 16 THE DEATH OF 

Our Foes have forc'd their Gen'rals to be Friends, 
And call'd it Civil War to fight in Quarrels 
Between Oc^avius and Antony 3 
Yet think their War is lawful againft uS- 

Titinius. 
Alas, what reafoning can there be inFools, 
Who, bred in Fa&ion, blindly join with Knaves i 

Luc il 1 us. 

They are for Licence, not for Liberty ; 

And love thofe Generals beft, who lead to Mifchid 

Brutus. 
You have defcrib'd a State juft ripe for Ruin* 

Cassius. 
Small Marches need they make, to meet a Foe 
So eager as we are, to free our Country. 
Oh the delay is tirefbme ! 

Brutus. 

Yet nave 1 atience. 
With Vigour aft, but think of all with Ca&tiodu 

Cassius. 
Our Rendezvous is fettled at ThiUjtpL 

Brutus. 
Thither you march to-night, and I to-morrow/ 

r A 



MARCUS BRUTUS. at 

jBut Junia comes, I fear, to mourn your Abfcnce. 

lExeunt, Manet Cassius.' 

SCENE III. 

Junia. 

Now, all the Gods that guar d the Innbcent, 
Proted my Cassius ! they arc marching hither ; 
Ruin is rolling on us from afar. 

Cassius. 
Not hither, Junia 5 we (hall fpare their Pains 3 
Our Forces intercept their bold Prefumption, 
And I juft now am making hafte to meet them. 

Junia. 

Come then, away 5 with you all Pains arc eafy j 

I am this moment ready for the Journey. 

Cassius. 
Ready, alas! y6u muft not for this world 
Share in the Shifts and Hazards I muft run $ 
Virtue, like yours, here none will dare to harm * 
And while you ftay in Athens > I am eafy j 
My dear, and better half, is out of danger* 

Junia. 

And am I yet more wretched than I thought } 
Vol. L Z i 
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I had no Comfort left for your Misfortunes, 
T$ut tliat I was tofliart them ev'ry where : 
•And will you take that from me ) O 'tis hard i 
You would not, if you faw my fighing Heart. 

Cassius. 
And you fhould go, did I not doubt my own : 
But 'tis fo tender always towards you, 
It (hakes, alas, my firmeft Refolutions. 
I, like fomc skilful Swimmer in a Shipwreck, 
Grafping his only Trcafure in his Arms, 
May, for thy fake, make too much hafte to fhore, 
Leaving the Bark with all my Friends behind. 
Your Sighs wbiild blow away my beft Refolves, 
Soften'riiy Soul, dnd flacken all its Strength, 
When all's at ftake,' I eagerly may fix 
My Mind on you, and never think beyond. 

Beyond ? Why, is there any thing beyond 
The dear, 'the chdrming Objeft of our Love? 
Merc Thought of that is height of Happinefs. 
What Image have weof Elyfian Bowers, 
But fuch a gentle, calm, contented State i 
What has this trifle of a World to do 
With a blcft Pair, who live embracing thus ? 

• 

Cas- 
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Cass i us. 
What fays my Charmer i can I leave this Woman ? 
I could look thus, and languifti here for ever. 
Yet there's one Tyc, more dear than Life, or Love > 
*Tis Honour, and the facred Good of Rome. 
For thefe I kill'd the greateft Man on Earth, 
Engag'd the beftand nobleft of Mankind 
(And faying that, I need not name your Brother) 
To ftab his Friend, and his own Heart at once. 
Since I have done all this, I muft do more ; 
Leave Jun ia here, and all my J oys behind. 

Junia. 
Did I e'er think that Cassius would forfake me J 

Cassius. 
Forfake ? I leave you as the richeft Pledge 
Which can be giv n to this illuftribus City, 
That Rome it felf can be no dearer to me, 
Than friendly Athens for prote&ing you. 

Junia. 

Jewels we prize we feldom leave behind : 

Oh take me with you ! my officious Love 

Perhaps may fliield you from fome fudden Danger, 

Soften your angry and uneafyHours, 

And make Adverfity it felf feem pleafing. 

My Love could do all this, if yours were equal. 

\JVeeps. 
Z 2 Gas- 
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C AS SI vs. 

All this ? n*iy more, what cannot Junia do J 
Then, fince I dare not hazard you in Armies, 
I will ftay here, and die within your Arms* 

Junia. 

You die ? Oh Heav'n ! the very Sound of that 
Checks my Defigns, and chills all my Defires. 

C as si vs. 
Haft thou not heard how hard ungrateful Rome 
Purfues the Men who once deliver'd her, 
And riots in the Blood of her Redeemers ? 
Two of our Band they have deftroy'd already, 
And vow to (pare no Murderer of CjESAr $ 
That is to fay, no Man that lov'd his Country, 
Ruin d himfelf, only torefcue her. 

Junia. 

Oh I have talk'd too long : go on, make hafte j 
I am not wont, alas, to life this Language, 
But now lean fay nothing elfe : Away, 
No matter what becomes of me, away. 

Cass i us. 
Your fpotlefs Fame muft always be your Guard, 
Rudenefs it felf will reverence fuch Virtue. 
I muft immediately hafte to our Friends, 
Who all aflembled in the Fields of Sardis, 

Wait 
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Wait there for me and Brutus. He, to-morrow* 
Shall follow, at the head of mighty Numbers, 
Rais'd only by the Credit of our Caufe 5 
A Caufe, Well worthy of the World to fuccour ! 
Oh, while Ilanguifh out this long, longAbfence, 
Take care 6f all my Treafure, thy dear felf. 

J u n 1 A. 

Farewell thoutrueft, kindeft, beftofMen! 
But one Look more— and then alongFarewel 
To all Content — — all, till we meet again. 

I Exit Cassius, Manet Junia* 



scene IV. 

Enter Varius. 

Varius. 
Junia in Tears ! fo fhines an April 'Sun ; 
And fo the precious Dew that drops on Flowers, 
Steals down unheeded by the vulgar Eye : 
But I admire this Mafter-piece of Nature, 

Junia. 
Alas, my Lord, Cassius is gone to Sardis, 

Varius. 
Js't poflible ? So I was told before., 
Y$t never could believe it till this moment. 
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J U N I A. 

Why, was it not determine! fo in Council ? 

Varius. 
I muft confefs it was debated there, 
And wifti'd by fome, that all our Force at Sardis 
Had fome great Chief, for keeping martial Sway : 
But who could hope that C assius would be willing 
To part from you, one Day, without Occafion ? 

J U N I A. 

Is it fo ftrange that CASSlu&fhould be forward 
In all the pfooft of Courage, or of Conduft ? 

VAJUus. 
His Fame forbids I fhould have fuch a Thought. 

But yet 

J U N I A, 

But what ? I cannot guefs your Meaning. 

Varius. 

Not all the noble Difcipline of War, 
Strift Rules of Conduft, Heat of martial Prowefi* 
The Faith of Friendlhip, or the Oaths of Leagues, 
Not Fame it felf, no ribr the Publick Good, 
Defer ve to be preferred to Junia's Love. 

J u N I A. 

But Rome's at flake. 

Va- 
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Varius. 
And well it would be loft, 
For Haying here one Night within thofe Arms. 

J UN I A. 

Varius, Co high a Complement 9s this 

Shews you have ftudy'd lopg at courtly Athens \ 

Where you have learn' d to know all things, but v$$ : 

Who, tho' I value Caius C a$siw, 

As Slaves do Liberty, or fick Men Health* 

Nay more than moft of my own Sex love Power j 

Yet (what I think the very word of Fates) 

I would lofe light of that dear Man for ever, 

Rather than fee him fail our Country's Caufe. 

Varius. 
Oh ample Recompence for all his Troubles, 
To be fo lov'd by you ! But is he grateful, 
Who can £6 eafily endure your Abftnce \ 

Junia. 
I mourn for his, and judge his Grief by mine. 

Retirement fuits a folitary Wife, 

And Melancholy loves to be alone, 

[Offers tog* tut 

Varius, 
But fhould not be indulg'd againft your Health. 

{.Stops her. 

Z 4 Ra- , 

1 

j 
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Rather fhinc forth, and chcar your Brother^ Soul* 
jWhich daily finks beneath a thoufand Cares. 

J u N I A. 

His SoiiTs too great to need fuch feeble Help* 
Befidcs, tho' priz'd he be above Expreftion, 
Yet ev'nhis Friendftiip muft not vye with Love : 
One Thought of Cassius out- weighs all things elfe* 
Cassius, whofc noble Soul would ne'er fubmit 
To him who domineered o'er all befides : 
Cassius, Contriver of the Tyrant's Fall $ 
And, (what is more, far more than all the reft) 
That hardy Man vjho mov'd it firft to Brutus ; 
This Man, my Husband, or my Hero rather, 
Shall with his Prefence ever chear my Eyes, 
Or in his Abfence take up all my Thoughts. 

{Exit Junia. 



SCENE V- 

Enter Brutus. 

Brutus. 
My Sifter weeping ! Tho' her Reafon governs, 
I judge her Grief for Cassius, by my own, 
For Portia's Abfence fits upon my Heart : 
Nor need I blufli to bear the tender Burthen, 
So much Che merits, and fo well (he loves. 



But 
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But pubiick Cares mull filence private Grief $ 
Since ev'ry Hour fome frefh ExprefTcs tell 
Kew fatal Turns in Rome, portending ill : 
The wav'ring Lepidus (perceiving Cesar 
Had cunningly agreed with Antony) 
Tho' with a greater Army, yields to them. 

Varius. 
What fays the the noble Brutus ?— Junia gone ! 

Brutus. 
Is Varius deaf to Dangers of his Country > 

Varius. 
Forbid it, Jove ! But Junia's Melancholy, 
So very moving, took up all my Thoughts, 

Brutus. 
Too moving, I'm afraid. 

Varius. 
Indeed, my Lord, 
Had youpcrceiv'd the Charms of weeping Beauty, 
That gorgeous Drefs which Sorrow had put on, 
(Out-fhining all the Gaiety of Youth, 
The pleating Smiles of Mirth, and Airs of Joy) 
Your gentle Nature would be mov'd like mine. 

Brutus. 

Why you have drawn a Pi&ure, my young Varius, 

Like any Poet, nay like any Lover. 

What, 
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What, docs that word draw forth a guilty Blufh ? 

Be not alarm'd, no more than I am, Varius ; 

Junia's ftrift Virtue and known Love to Cassius, 

lully prevent my Fears, unlefs for you ; 

Whofe Father's wond'rous Merit, and your own, 

Give me a foft Concern, as for a Son. 

She is above your very vaineft Hopes : 

Not the moft tempting Charms of Wit, or Worth, 

Moft graceful Forms, or dazling Shew of Greatnefi, 

Can make Impreflion on a Mind like hcr's 5 

Who, tho* my Sifter, forces Praifes from me. 

Varius. 
Too much, alas, I join in Junia's Praife : 
My eager Thoughts ftill fly before your Words, 
And find them fhort, far Ihojt of J un 1 a's due. 

Brutus. 
Then whence cati rile felf-flatt 'ring Expc&ation > 

Can Varius reafonthusagaiiiftbinifclf, 
And ad quite contrary to what bethinks? 

Oh what is Man, when blinded with his Paflioa ! 

V a r 1 u f. 

Why juft that Creature Heaven thought fit to make 

him. 

You are, indeed, exempt from all our follies* 

And reft ferenc within : Yet pity pothers ! 

Be- 
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Behold, I own my undifguis'd Offence, 

And freely open all my Thoughts to you 5 

To you, who are a very GodtoVARius, 

Who can at once forgive, and cure my Weakneft. 

Brutus. 
But only by Defpair : without that help, 
There is no God himfelf can give you eafe : 
A fharp, I muft confefs, but certain Cure. 
Our Stoical Philofophy inftru&s us, 
A wife Man is above the reach of Jove, 
Yet hardly Tcapes the worft of Demons, LoVc, 
But fince good Junia's Soul is firm as Fate, 
Be yours fo too. What helps it to be learn'd i 
Or to be wife in Bus'nefs of the World I 
Nay, where would be the good to rule that World, 
Without an inward Pow'r to govern Paflion ? 
The Man diftijrb'd within, is but a Player 5 
May aft abroad, perhaps, fome Hero's Part, 
But finks at home, a low, uneafy Slave. 

Varius* 
To teach, is eafy 5 but to learn, is hard. 
As well might Heav'nly Socrates infufe 
His own wife Temper while he taught his Morals, 
As Brutus raife my Soul to equal his. 

Bru- 
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Brutus. 
Be not fo modeft, Varius, nor fo courtly % 

Brutus is not your Miftrefs, but your Friend. 

The Raman Virtue fhines fo bright in you, 

Nothing is wanting to make up Perfe&ion 

But your Command o'er this unfruitful Paflion. 

Love, ev'n when moft fuccefsful, makes not happy. 

Sometimes indeed, Pleafure beyond expreflion 

Poffeflcs all at once both Mind and Body, 

Confounding Soul and Senfe with height of Rapture 

But what Allays overbalance all this Joy ! 

Frequent Difquiets, Doubts, and Jealoufies ; 

Sometimes the Pains of Abfence, and fometimes 

Amidft the Blifs, a difmal Dread to lofe it. 

At beft, the Pleafure is but intermitting, 

While the uncafy Fever never ecafes. 

But Love, when flighted, is intolerable : 

Who courts the faircft Tyrant, is a Fool, 

And lives a Martyr in the meancft Caufc. 

V a r j u s. 
Enough, enough, I am already cur'd* 
At leaft till Tunia is beheld again. 

Brutus, 
Tis half a Cure in Love to wifh for one. 
Give me your H and, you'll march with mc to-morrow 5 
Where you will drown your Sighs in Sounds of War, 

And 
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nd turn your tend'reft Thoughts on your poor 
Country. \ 

[Exeunt Brutus and Variu$. 



Second CHORUS, 
)f Athenian Youths and Virgins. By Mr. Pope. 

Youths. 

D Tyrant Love ! haft thou poffeft 
The prudent, learn'd, and virtuous Breaft i 
Wi fdom and Wit in vain reclaim, 
!Lnd Arts but foften us to feel thy Flame. 
Varius with Blufhes owns he loves, 
And Brutus tenderly reprcv^s. 
Why, Virtue, doft thou blame Defirc, 

Which Nature has impreft ? 
Why, Nature, doft thou fooneft fire ) 

The mild and gen rous Breaft i 

Virgin*. 
Love's purer Flames the Gods approve \ 
The Gods, and Brutus bend to Love : 
Brutus for abfent Portia, iighs, 
\ndfterner Cassius melts at JuNiA'sEyes. 
What is loofe Love ? A wand'ring Fire, 
A tranfient Fit of fond Defire. 

But 
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But Hymen's Flames like Stars unite, 

And burn for ever one $ 
Chafte, as cold Cynthia's Virgin Light, 

Produ&ive as the Sun. 

Youths. 
What various Joys on One attend, 
As Son, as Father, Husband, Friend? 
Whether his hoary Sire he fpies, 
And finds a thoufand grateful Thoughts arife, 
Or meets his Spoufe's fonder Eye, 
Or views his fmiling Progeny 5 
What tender Paffion take their turns i 

What home-felt Raptures move i 
His Heart now melts, now leaps, now burns, 

With Rev'rence, Hope and Love. 

CHORUS of Both. 
Hence guilty Joys, Piftaftes, Surmifes, 
Falfe Oaths, falfe Tears, Deceits, Difguifes, 
Dangers, Doubts, Delays, Surprizes, 

(Fires that fcorch, yet dare not (hine) 
Purcft Love's unwafting Treafure, 
Conftant Faith, fair Hope, longLeifure, 
Days of Eafc, and Nigjits of Pleafure, 

Sacred Hymen ! thefe are thine. 



ACT 
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ACT ffl. SCENE I. 

In the fitme Veftilmle. 
Enter Brutus, Junia, Lucilius. 

Lucilius. 

AMefTenger cxprcfs arriv d from Rome, 
Is cntring mournfully the Palace Gates * 
And, as he pafTes, weeping ill the way. 

Brutus. 
My Mind forebodes 5 fpeak, is my Portia well ? 

Enter Me ffengety ^vhogrvesa Letter **Bkutus. 

Messenger. 
She is, Sir. 

Brutus. 
Then I hope to bear the worft. 
u My Duty forces me to fend you News, {Reads. 
" Which,tho' you needs mufrknow, I grieve to write. 
" Two hundred of the nobitft Rank in Rome 
" Profcrib'd, and murde/r'd : Cicero himfelf 
" Giv n up by falfe Octavius to his : Focs. 

Good 
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Good Hcav'ns ! to whom do y c difpofc Mankind ? 

[."Drops the Letter. 
Sad Fate indeed 5 fo great a Villany 
Is moft furprizing, tho' 'tis done by them. [Weeps. 

JUNIA. 

Difmal indeed ! but oh my deareft Brother, 

Let not your tender Mind be too much touch'd ; 

Fra&ife that Patience which you now have taught me. 

Cassius is abfent, I am defblate, 

Yet Rome (you faid) mull take up all my Thoughts. 

Brutus. 
And therefore 'tis for Rome I moft lament, 
At once depriv'd of her moft worthy Sons ! 
Thefe Sons are to be envy'd, not bemoan'd \ 
Moft noble Suff 'rers in their Country's Caufe : 
Great Cicero lives ftill, fhall live for ever 5 
While Men can read, or value Worth or Learning. 
But Rome hcrfelf appears all pale before me, 
Gufhing out Tears, and wringing helplefs Hands ; 
Rome, Rome has loft her beft, her pureft Blood ! 

[Weeps again. 

J u n 1 A. 
Brutus, be chear'd : her vital Parts remain * 
In you and Cassius flows the Roman Spirit, 
That ftill infpires whole Armies on her fide. 

2 Lu- 
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Lucilius. 
Tis nobly, truly faidi and you bright Juni A 
Poflcfs a Soul, tho* in a fofter Frame, 
Lofty enough to animate ev'n them. 

Brutus. 
She does, Lucilius $ and were Portia here, 
(But I alas (hall never be fo happy) 
Cassius and I fhould be but Followers 
Of them in the defence of Liberty. 
But oh, my Cicero ! who fpeaks thy Praife, 
Muft have a Tongue like thine, beyond the Bounds 
Of Roman Eloquence ; and fit to fill 
The Mouth of Fame with never-dying Sounds. 

JUNIA. 

How could Octavius confent to lofe him, 
The beft, as well as wifeft of his Friends ? 

Brutus. 
Ambition over-eager, checks at nothing ; 
A goodly, but a dangerous Bird of Prey $ 
Flies at all Game, and never to be tam'd, 
She pecks, and tears the Hand on which fhe fits. 
I often warn'd good Tijlly of his Danger 5 
But all in vain, when Heaven will have it fo. 
He wifh'd himfclf with us at Cesar's Death, 

Vol. I. A a And 
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And heartily, I doubt not $ tho* his Foes 
Sufpe&ed his too Toft and tender Nature. 



+—* 



SCENE II. 

Enter fame LiSorSy bringing in Theodotus with 

them bound as a Trifiner. 

LlCTOR. 

We have difcovered here Theodotus, 

Odious to all Mankind for Pompey's Death. ( 

i 

J U N I A. 

What, he that made a formal Speech for Murder ? 
And with a Philofophick Gravity 
San&ify'd Mifchief with a reverend Tongue i 
The Orator wants Words in his own Caufe. 

Brutus. 
Speak for thy felfj tttatjuftice thou flialt have. 

Theodotus. 
Had I not often own d my Crime with Tears, 
So felf-condemn'd already j or if Brutus 
Were not my Judge, the good, the faultlefc Brutus: 
Black tho' I now appear, and all disfigur'd 
With common Prejudice i yet I might give 
Pair colour to this hated, foul Offence. 

But 



\ 



MARCUS BRUTUS. 355 

But who can ftand the Teft of ftrifteft Juftice ? 
Or how can words avail to fway the Wife ? 
This Wifdom attd this Juftice arc in Brutus 2 
So much fupcrior thou to other Men, 
*That at thy Judgment-feat, the greateft Art 
Is lifelefs to excufe the fmalleft Fault; 

Brutus. 
Say boldly all thou can'ft. 

THEdbotus. 
Elfe, I might fay, 'tis hard to be condeniri'd 
For doing that, which if I had not done, 
I might have juftly been condemned by thofe 
"Who fummon'd me to Council for their Safety; 
1 thought their Safety asfc'd for Pompey's Death : 
O that I could redeem it with my own ! 
Pompey was great, was good, was wife; was valiant* 
But yet was vanquifh'd by more happy CAs ar ; 
Who, had his Foe been fpar'd, would foon have 

(hewn 
A ifeal Rage, which now he but affe&ed. 
Could Egypt ftop the Viftor of Thar/alia? 
All we could give was but a poor Reprieve, 
A hardftup worfe than Death to Minds refolv'di 
Rome and her Liberty entirely loft, 
Pompey would have dlfdain'd a Life precarious, 
Which yet had coft our King and Country dear. 

A a a Would 
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Would he had counfell'd, and would I had dy'd ! 

For he, who, as a Raman, died for Rome*, 

If born with us, would have advis'd for Egypt. 

J u N I A. 

With all thy Guilt, how durft thou name great 
Pompey > 

Theodotus. 
Ev'n he was guilty once, and flew your Father. 
Yet, granthewasthebraveft, beftofMcn, 
Vidorious often in the Caufe of Rome, 
While I was but a Counfellor for Egypt, 
Since Fame rewards his Service to his Country, 
Should I be punifti'd for aflifting mine i 

Brutus. 
If Words could change the nature of ill Deeds, 
Thy Head would be indebted to thy Tongue, 
Which, I muft needs allow, has done its part, 
And makes my tender Nature wifh thee hence, 
Out of my Reach, as well as Will, to punifli. 
But here I ftand the Subftitutc of Rome 5 
Which with united Sighs bemoans her Pompey, 
And weeping waits to have his Death reveng'd. 
Thy worthlefs Prince and Country were too flight 
A Sacrifice to Pompey. At his Feet 
C j£sar himfelf was not too great to fall : 

Think 
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Think but on that, and thou wilt die content. 

[Exeunt Lucinus and Officers with Theodotus. 

Twere barbarous to reafon with a Wretch 
Long fince condemned to die by Rome's Decree. 
But he was no Egyptian, as he pleaded i 
Nor fubjeft to that Prince he fo advis'd. 

J u N I A. 

What King or Country dares be fo audacious 
To hurt the meaneft Senator of Rome ? 
How then durft any think of killing Pompey ! 

Brutus. 

Prcfumptuous Wickednefs ! Pompey o'ercome, 

Abandoned by his Friends, a Fugitive, 

At mercy of the meaneft, bafeft Villain > 

Yet in that loweft Ebb was much too high 

For fuch a Prince as Ptolemy to reach. 

From Ptolemy, proftrate at Pompey's Feet, 

Not only Aid, but Reverence was due. 

That Chief efcaping, might have chang'd Rome's 

Fate j 
And the whole World had been oblig'd to Egypt, 
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SCENE UI. 

Enter Lucitius. 

Lucilius- 

BafeVillany is fcldom at aftand, 
But ftill proceeding on to greater Mifchief : 
From murd'ring Senators at Rome, they noyt 
Lift their afpiring Treachery to Brutus. 
The wife Athenians, watchful of your Safety, 
Have newly feiz'd a Slave in foul Difguife \ 
Who on the Rack confeffes all the Crime. 
" Hie thec to Athens (faid the bafe Octavius) 
* And favc thy Mafter, faveusall, (zxcRome^ 
(C Go purchafc Fame and Freedom by a Blow : 
« Our Foes are all united in that Brutus 5 
€C He, he alone infpir'd the Death of Cj£Sar/ 
" Be defperate, be fecret, and be rich. 

Brutus. 
I pity the poor Wretch j he knows no better. 
At his Return how would his Mafter grieve 
To find me fafer here than he at Rome ? 
Ke does but fhoot thefe Arrows in the Air. 

Lucil IUS. 
Except at Rome infe&ed by our Foes, 
Virtue like yours, is every where fecurc, 

3 And 
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And claims the juft Protection of Mankind. 

J U N I A. 

Your Life is fo important, 

Youths quit their Pleafures, Soldiers flight their Pay, 

Ev'n Mifers leave their Wealth to watch your Safety. 

Brutus. 
Let go the Slave to tell Qctavius this. 

*•*. - * •. 

LucfLitts. , 
What, favc that Wretch > 

Brutus. 

Both fave and let him go. 
In this Attempt he but obey'd his Mailer. 

[Exit Lucilius. 
Oh that there were no Ramans worfe than he ! 
This Slave would kill 5 but 'tis to get his Freedom ! 
But ah ! ev'n Senators are growing Slaves, 
Carclefs of Honour, void of Honefty, 
forgetting all their noble Anccftors, 
And ruining a glorious Commonwealth ! 

» 

Enter Tjtinius and Lucilius again. 

Cassius has fentme here with this Reply, 
He wants that Gold himfelf, which y&u would 
borrow y 

Aa 4 Of 
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Of which, at meeting, you (hall have account. 
Thcfc Letters I have brought for noble Junia. 

[Junia^wj out with the Letters. 

Lucilius. 
Your Legions then muft ftay till his are paid. 

Brutus. 
Think not the worft, Lucilius, e'er it comes : 
At Sardis we ftiall meet by break of Day. 
I'll take one Hour's repofe, and then for Sardis. 
Good Night to both. 

Lucilius. 
Reft to your noble Thoughts, 

lExema. 



SCENE IV. 

Brutus remains, laid on his Couch. 

Brutus. 
Tis but in vain, Sleep is not to be courted. 
Sing, Boy, the Song that Portia likes fo well, 
And footh my Thoughts with fome melodious 
Sounds. iSoftMukkmdS^ 

Man is himfelf an Inftrument of Muiick j 

But 
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at yet fomc String is always out of Tunc, 
nd ev ry Sound we make (hews our Confuiion. 
7hy fhould this Death of C j£Sar trouble me i 
lid it not for Anger, or Ambition j 
at for mere Honefty, and Publick Good % 
[ay, Good to him 5 for in my own Opinion, 
!*is better much to die, than live unjuftly. 
[y Fellow-Citizens, my Kindred, Friends, 
JU funk at once beneath his riling Fortune, 
.nd fhould I tamely fuffer an Ufurper 
"enflave Mankind, becaufe he fmiles on me i 
riendfhip indeed is the mod tempting Bribe j 
ut Juftice fliould be blind to all its Beauty. 
Lnd yet a Reftleflhefs attends fuch Deeds, 
ho' ne'er fo juft : fomething that feels unwieldy, 
"hat fits uneafy on a gentle Nature : 
cannot deep, unlcfs I (hake it off. 



SCENE V. 

inter a Sprit in the Shape of Cj£Sar, full of 

Wounds. 

ure I deep now, or elfe my Eyes delude me : 
know 'tis Fancy all j and yet I ftagger. 

Ha, 
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Ha, it comes on ! What art thou? When alive, * 
Tho* arm'd with Powr, adorn'd with Fame aai 

Greatnefs, 
I fcar'd thee not> becaufe thou wen unjuft $ 
But more than human now, thou feemft above mc! 
Speak, unknown Being ! I conjure thee fpeak* 

Spirit. 
I am thy Evil Genius, Marcus Brutus, 
And have alfum'd this Shape, to give thee Terror. 

Brutus. 
Terror! How cam'ft thou to know mc no better? 
Sore thou art ignorant, as well as evil. 

Spirit. 

* » 

Is Murder then no Crime ? 

Brutus, 

Killing is none ; 
When done not for ourftlves, but for our Country J 

Spirit. 
Not for yourfelf indeed i you ftabb'd your Friend. 

Brutus. 
Friend ! Oh, thou toucheft now my tender part ! 
Oh, name that Word no more ! 

Spirit. 

A Friend! a Friend! 

B&tf- 
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Brutus. 
But what's a Friend, compar'd with Publick Good ? 
Convince me, if thou gan'ft : Oh, teach me Truth ! 
And fhew me but one glimpfe of future Being, 
Of which we talk fo much, yet know fo little ! 
Pifpel thefeMifts that muffle poor Mapkind, 
And open to me all that glorious Scene ! 
Shew me where Virtue fmil<?s, and fits enthron'd, 
And where Morality finds juft Reward ; 
Tisfure, above; for ill Men profper here, 

Spirit, 
Soon at Thilifpi th<m fhalt know it all, 

B r v t u s. 
Shall we then meet again ? 

Spirit. 

Yes, at Thiliffi. 

Brutus. 

I'll meet thee there. I'll meet thee any where. 

lExit Spirit, 

Now I am refolute, the Shadow flies. 

And vaniflics together with my Fear, 

What hoa! 

EnterU 0Y1 

My Lord ! 

Brutus. 

Did you fee nothing * 

Boy. 



i 
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Boy. 

No, 

Brutus, 
Nor hear mc fpeak? 

Bor. 

Nothing at all, my Lord. 

Brutus. 
Let every thing be ready for our March 5 
And call me up, be furc, by break of Day. 
Till then 111 deep within. I Exeunt. 



1 Third CHORUS. 
Of Roman Senators. 

I 

DAxk is the Maze poor Mortals tread 3 
Wifdom itfelf a Guide will need : 

We little thought when Caesar bled, 
That a worfe Cesar would fucceed, 

And are we under fuch a Curfe, 

We eanjiot change, but for the worfe jf 
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n. 

With fair Pretence of Foreign Force, 
By which Rome muft her felf enthrall j 

Thefc, without Blufhcs or Remorfe, 
Profcribe the beft, impov'rifh all. 

The Gauls themfelves, our greateft Foes, 

Could aft no Mifchiefs worfe than thofe. 

III. 

That Julius, with ambitious Thoughts, 
Had Virtues too, his Foes could find > 

Thefc equal him in all his Faults, 
But never in his noble Mind. 

That Free-born Spirits fhou'd obey 

Wretches, who know not how to fway ! 

IV. 

Late we repent our hafty Choice, 

In vain bemoan fo quick a Turn. 
Heark all to Rome's united Voice 1 

Better that we a while had born 
Ev n all thofe Ills which mod difpleafe, 
Than fought a Cure far worfe than the Difeafe. 



ACT 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 

A Field near Philippic where Cassius and BkUTtrt 
j»*fe fl&* Rendezvous of their Armies* 

Enter Brutus ***/ Officers* 

B R u f u s. 
•nr^IS here that I and Cassius were to join t 
JL What fay our Scouts ! Is any Army near I 

OFFICER. 

The rifing Duft difcovers their Approach j 
Andfome, impatient offo flow a March, 
Are juft arrWd before to meet their Friends, 

EnterlMCiuvs. 

Brut us. 
O, herc'sLuciLius, whom I fent to Cassius. 

Lucilius. 
Cassius, my Lord, flutes the noble Brutus, 

And haftens to embrace him. 
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Brutus. 

OLucilius) 
Cassius is altered much, or ill advis'd j 
Has, I am loth to fay it, done fome things 
Which do not well become fo great a Man. 
But, flnce he is fo near, 111 ftay my Cenfure* 
And wtfh to find my Jealoufy miftaken. 
But, good Lucilius, how did he receive you* 
When you brought friendly Notice I was near ? 

Lucilius. 
With Forms, and Complements, and great Refpcd* 
Out-doing Enemies in Ceremony i 
But no Familiarity betwixt us > 
None of that free and friendly Conference 
Which we have us'd of old : and when he nam'd you, 
Twas always with fuch fet, affe&ed Praife, 
As if the Commendation had no meaning. 
But to be told again. 

Brutus, 

lam afraid 

Thou judged but too right : Nothing is nobler 

Than Friendfhip, till it once begins to fail ; 

But then aftiam'd, and confeious of Defed, 

It hides itfelf in Complement and Care : 

At the fkft (hock, offfalls the frail Difguife 5 

Falfhood is foolilh, and betrays itfelf. 

There 
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There is no Art in plain and friendly Truth, 

Which like the Sun fhines forth by its own Light. 

Violent Minds fometimes make glorious (hew, 

Like Gilding Chine, equal to real Gold, 

But in the ufage, how much difference ! 

Hark ! he's arriv'd > march gently on to meet him* 



SCENE IL 

Enter Cassius, &c. 

Cassius. 
Embracing thus is but a thing of Form j 
For 'tis not fit that both our Armies here 
Should once fufpeft the leaft Difpute between us. 

Brutus. 
The common Caufc indeed requires our Care % 
And all our Difcon tents fhould yield to that. 

Cassius. 
Brutus let us retire into my Tent, 
Left here by chance fomc unbecoming Word 
Break out too loud. 

Brutus. 
A re we fo little Matters of our felves ? 
How can we then be fit to govern Armies? 

Cas- 
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Cassius. 
Yoti think yourfclf above thofc common FrailticsJ 

Brutus. 
The Stoics arc above unruly Paffion. 
But, fince you would retire, I am content 
My Soldiers may remove beyond thofe Fields; 
Lucil ius t march a little off this Ground : 
Let your Men do the like, under pretence 
Of our conferring about great Affairs } 
Indeed our greateft $ for a Home-difpute 
Is of more confequence than foreign Danger^ 

Cassius. 
Titinius, let my Forces move away 
To yonder Plain, and leave us all alone, 
'Tis neceflary We fhoiild be in private. 

lExeunt all, except Brutus and CAssius; 



*m 



SGENE III. 

Cassius. 
You ask'd me fifty Talents for your Legions, 
And in a Style as to your Trcafurcr, 
As iflfhould prefer yours to my own j 
Am I to be impos'd on thus by you i 

Vol.L Bb $RU- 
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Jrutus. 
Sure Cassius Uttle knows the force of Fricndfhipf 
Writing fo freely, fhew'd my Truft and Kindnefs. 
He that defires a Favour from a Friend, 
Does him the greateft in defiring it. 

Cassius. 
Come, I muft tell you, over-great Applaufe 
Lifts you too high. Should I,who kilTd ev'n Cabar, 
Only for his exceftive Power and Pride, 
Should I at laft fubqiit thus to another i 
From a Superiour toy Stars defend me ! 

Brutus. 
From a Superipur I you little know me : 
I fcarce would be Superipur to my Slaves, 
Except in Virtue j th^c is worthy Pride. 

Cassius. 
Then think not, Sir, of being above me* 

Brutus. 
I wifti I were nof , by thefe weak Suspicions, 
What, jealous of a Friend h it moves my Pity* 

Cassius. 
Pity > I fcorn it. 

Brutus. 
,Scoj;n your Rage that mov?s it. 

My 
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My Pity is not, ought not, to he flighted i 
Tis like the kind Companion of a Parent, 
fcull of Concern, arid free from all Contempt, 
Rather delcrves your Thanfcs than your Reproach* 

C a s s i u s. 
My Thanks-? for what? for domineering o'er me i 

BRUTUS; 

Yet Reafon has fomc right to govern rafliom 

Cassius. 
Brutus, you have an over-ruling way* 
Which, under colour of a patient Calmnefs, 
Expetts Compliance with your gentle Tenipch 
But I fee through it. 

Brutus; 
See? ycmrPaflkSnblinxis you; 

Cassius* 

Vou have no Paffton, yet provoke another ** 

Brutus. 

Is it provoking to inform a Brother 

Of Faults no other <Ures prefume to tell hirrij 

And yet mollneceflary he (hpuld know i 

Your Troops have done mpft difmal Outrages j 

Fore d harmlqfs Wretches from their native Homes, 

Slighted the Widows and the Orphans Tears* 

Bb a Ga* 
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Gather d their laft Remains with greedy Gripe ; 
That which poor Swains had labour'd for whole 

Years, 
Is in one Moment plunder'd by your' Soldiers* 
This finks our Caufe, which rofe at firft fo glorious- 
Shall we, whofoar'dfo high in Reputation, 
And opened evry Mouth in our juft Praifes, 
Now on a fudden fail to dire Oppreflion > 
Shall we at laft pull down With our own Hand? 
That lofty Fabrick of well-founded Honour. 

CASSIUSi 

Am I to anfwer for it i 

Brutus. 

With your Fame j 
That Hands expos'd to every juft Man's Ccnfure. 

Cass i us. 
Go on no more, I will no longer bear it. 

Brutus. 
By Heaven you (hall hear all j then do your worft. ' 
Dare I not fay whatever you dare aft } 
Am I not equally concern d with you 
In this great War for Freedom of our Country i 
yet muft not tell whatever hurts our Caufe ? 

Cas- 
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C AS SI vs. 

Tempt me no farther, Sir, you may repent it. 

Brutus. 
Tempt not you me with all your furious Looks : 
I am above your Threats, and caij look down 
Both on your felf and them. 

Cassias. 
Were it not for the Caufe we have In hand* 
I would not bear this heap of Injuries. 

Brutus. 
I injure ? where is that unlucky Man 
Who can with reafon make Complaint of me ? 
If any, Til acknowledge it with Shame. 
The Man who wrongs his meaneft Adverfary, 
Exalts his Eijemy above himfelf. 
And can you think that I could injure Cassius, 
My Brother, and my Friend i 

C a s s i v s, 

If hearing Lyes 
With greedy Ears, and foon believing them % 
If miitnterpreting whate'er I do, 
And reprefenting things in fouleft Colours, 
Can be cail'd wronging, who was e'er fo wropg'd ? 



$b ^ $*v 
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Brutus. 
Ifl have faid one Word that founds unkindly* 
My Tongue has flipp'd, and quite deceived my Hearty 
That melts like Wax before your hotteft Anger. 
Behold my Tears for having fp much vex'd you. 

Cassius. 
What fays my Brutus ? fpeak that Wor^ again. 
Am I not then fo full, fo full of Faults ? 

. Brutus. 
It was my Frailty to prefume fo mu>ch. 

Cassius. 
And mine to be fiifpicious of my Brutus. 
All (hall be mended. 

Brutus. 
But can you forgive 
JToo fharp Expreffions, tho' with kind intent ? 

Cassius. 
So kind intent, I own the Obligation. 
No Man but Brutus durft have fpoke fo boldly * 
No Man but Brutus would have (poke fo kindly* 

Brutus. 
Oh Cassius, nothing but the tend'reft Friendship, 
And when I thought it for the Pi^blick Good, 
Could have embdlden'd me to qe^fure you. 

Cas- 



MARCUS BRUTUS. **s 

Cassius. 
Embrace mc clofc, and witnefs how my Heart 
Leaps up tranfported with this fudden Change, 

Brutus. 
It was an eager Argument indeed, 
But ends as it (hould do between fuch Friends, 
Ilefenting nothing but their Country's Wrongs* 
Methinks good Spirits hov'ring all around us, 
Should to the World proclaim our happy Union, 
JTow, While our Enemies combine in Mifchief. 
Thus firmly join'd, we'll firft be Conquerors, 
Then make all Rome contented as ourfelves. 



SCENE IV. 

Enter Lucilius^^/Titinius, 

i 

Cassius. 
Come in Lucimus, welcome good Titik ius. 
Let us confult of our Neccffities, 
^jid manage well tfyis lad important Stake* 

Brutus. 
The State is thus at Rome : My Letter mention} 
full fifty Senators, with thoufands more, 
N^wly psofcrib'd 5 and Cicero is oj\C, 

5b 4 Cast 
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Cassivs. 
Cicero one } that talking Friend of Caesar > 
Octavius has well paid him for his pains * 
May ill Men ever ufe each other fo. 

Brutus 
Oh gently cenfurc cv'n a Foe when dead. 
See, Cassius, here the Curfe of Over-caution. 
The wary Walker who miftrufts too much, 
Treads not fo firm, but faintly, and fo (tumbles. : 
Thus Tully fell, by too much fear of falling. 

Cassius. 
But Antony and young Octavius 
Are marching hither with a mighty Force : 
Jhc ufelefs Lepidus is left at Rome. 

Brutus. 
The qucftion is, whether we had not beft 
Haftcon, with Anger bent againftour Foes* 
Rather than tamely wait their bold Aflauit^ 

C a s s i u s. 
I am for (laying here : my Reafon this. 
So long a March muft weary out our Strength, 
Which Reft will give us here. Let them copie on, 
And tir'd with Toil expofc their bending Bodies 

Under 
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Under our lufty Arms, vigorous and frdh : 

Befides, in this we take the ftouteft part ; 

For, refolute expe&ing certain Danger 

Shews the moft fettled Courage j while the Coward 

Runs often fiercely on to fliun his Fear, 

And fwallow down in hafte the bitter Draught, 

PrutusJ 
Some Rcafons have a ftrang^ fallacious Forqe j 
Juft as the pleating Colours us'd by Artifts 
Delude the very Sight. But in my Judgment, 
It tires our Army more to tarry here. 
Opinion is the Soul of every Attion ; 
Keep but that up, that keeps up all the reft : 
And 'tis maintain d by marks of Resolution, 
By rufliing on the Foe, forcing to fight, 
Not lingring her? behind with flacken'd Vigour. 
We muft depend upon our Zeal and Caufe, 
And therefore in hot Blood fliall do it beft. 
If once we cool, their furer Difcipline 
Will foon prevail againft our new-rais'd Force, 
The Hearts of all our Soldiers now are fet 
<Xn fierce encountring, all their Rage inflanVd f 
There's nothing wanting but to draw their Swprds, 
And down goes Tyranny, to rife no more. 
Can we fit ftill, and paufe with fuch a Thought * 

So 
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So near a glorious Deed there's no Repoft : 
Impatience makes unquiet Expc&ation, 
And eager Nature can allow no Reft. 

Cass i us. 
You ihall prevail 5 well let 'cm but refrelh, 
And then well charge the Foe. 

Bftu*u$. 
tct us embrace 5 and, O my deareft Brother, 
This Quarrel fliall but make us better Friends. 
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fourth CHORUS. 
Of Roman Soldiers. 

OU R Vows thus chearfully wc fing, 
While martial Mufick fires our Bloo4: 
Let all the neighb'ring Echoes ring 
With Clamours for our Country's Good : 
And for Reward, of the juft Gods we claim 
A Life with Freedom, or a Death with Fame. 



May 
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May Rome be freed from War's Alarms, 

And Taxes heavy to be born j 
- May fhe beware of foreign Arms, 

And fend them back with noble Scorn : 

'A^d, for Reward, &c. 

May (he no more confide in Friends, 

Who nothing farther underftood, 
Than only, for their private Ends, 

To wafte her Wealth, and fpill her Blood. 

And, for Reward, &c. 

Our Senators great Jove reftrain 

From private Piques, they Prudence call 3 

From the low Thoughts of little Gain, 
And hazarding the lofing all. 
And, for Reward, &c. 

» 

The mining Arms with haftc prepare, 

Then to the glorious Combat fly j 
Our Minds unclogg'd with farther Care, 

Except to overcome, or die. 

And^ foj Reward, &c^ 

% They 
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* They fight, Qpprfflion toincreafc> 
We, for our Liberties and Laws : 
It were a Sin to 4oubt Success, 
Whpa Freedom is the neble Caufc, 
And, for Reward, of the juft Qpds we claim 
A Life with Freedom, or a Death with Fame, 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 

The F/>#*/PhilippL 

Brutus, Cassius, Lucilius and Titinius, with 
other Officers, at the Head of their Army. 

Enter V a r i u s haftily. 

Varius; 

PRopitiOUs Stars favour our Caufe already. 
Behold! a heedlefi Party of Octavius 
Haft'ning too faft, i6 fall'n within our Ambufti j 
And we may Cut them off without Defence. 

Cassius. 
Fall on 'em inftantly. 

Brutus. 

Hold, Cassius, hold, 
And fpare your Fellow-Citizens at mercy. 

Cassius. 
The Death of thefe will make the Day our own, 

Brutus. 
Twill rather make the reft more defperate* 
Confider, Cassius, they vc Remans til- 

/ 
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Cass i us. 
So much the worfcj fighting againft their Country; 

Brutus. 

Alas, they do bui follow wicked L&dcts, 
And are our Countrymen with ail their Fauks i 
Kindred, nay Friends, perhaps to thee, or mc 

Cassius. 
Thy tender Nature will undo u& ail. 

Brutus. 
Good Cassius, let me over-ruU in this, 
And you in all thingsxlfeftall govern me. 
Order our Soldiers nottokiUaMan, c?* Lucili f & 
But feizc them^ently, as jhwt fbtuK Br tends* 
Oh, Cassius, what a Pleafiirc 'tis tx> favc 
i?0^jtfj from falling in a ftiamefiri Caufe* 

C A SSI US. 

I can no longer contradid my Brutus, 
Your Mercy is fb moving $ yet I own 
This Battle nevfer was apprdVd by me i 
For I would ne'et have ventured atoneBltfw* 
So great a Stake as all our .Liberties j 
But nthenhave • prolonged th' important War* 
I ufe to (light Prefagps j. but of late, 
MyMind^I^nownot how, foreboding. Ill, 
Spite of njy.Rxaibn, feels.a drooping Sadnefs, 

And 
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, Aftd by its gloomy Light fbrdces Misfortune. 

Brutus, 
In fuch a Caufe it were a Fault to fear; 
\ Elfe, Cassitjs, I might have feme Fancies too, 
' For Cjesavl'9 Ghoft appear'd to me laft Night, 
1 At all his gaping Wounds breathing Revenge j 
And when I would fcive rea&nd with it, vanifh'cU 

Cass i us. 
Alas, good Brutus, what can be in that, 
But an effeft of melancholy Fumes f / 

A dark and difmal Pidure lively drawn 
By dreaming Fancy, the' we think we wake i 
Our Sc£t believes no Spirits ; if there be. 
At leaft, if they are fuch as Plato fancies, 
Thofe purer Beings who behold our Caufe, 
Thofe Demi-gods will fure encourage Virtue, 
And give their Fellow-Creatures jufl: AffiftanceJ 
Thus in the midft of Slaughter we ftiall find 
Ten thoufand airy Legions on our Side, 
Sent to our Aid, as Heav'n's Auxiliaries. 

Enter Lucilius, with an Officer of the other Arnq\ 

Lucilius. 
My Lord, your gen'rous Orders were obey'd, 
And fee the juft Succefs ! this worthy Tribune, 
Won by your Mercy to thofe other Soldiers, 

Is 
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Is come to join us with a valiant Band, 
Vowing they never will be Foes to Brutus.' 

Officer. 
Such Virtue needs' no Army to fupport it J 
It vanquifhes beyond thfe reach of Force, 
And makes our very Minds yield due SubmiiBoti; 

Brutus. 
Submiffion only fhould be paid to Heav'n, 
And I muft blufh to hear it from a Romam 
We fcarce have in this little Span of Life 
Sufficient time for exercife of Virtue t 
We fhould do ill to lofe the lead Occafion. 
Let all his Cohort charge with our chief Legion* 
Such aDefcrtion is a timely Service. 

Officer. 
Your Approbation is our higheft Aim : 
And this day well deferve it. 

Brutus. 

Tis not doubted : 
Your Country's Freedom will excite your Valour. 
Let him have Rank among our chief Commanded. 
{Exit Officer with Varius and TitiniuS; 
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SfaENE II. 

Manent C assius and Brutus; 

Cass 1 us. 
The Fight is well begun, mod noble Brutus* 
And may the reft be ft ill fo favourable. 
That we may lengthen out our Lives to Age, 
In all the peaceful Joys of Love and Friendfhip. 
But, fince the Chance of War is moft uncertain, 
*Tis Wifdom to provide againft the worft : 
Which is, our Parting, if we lofe the Battel, 
Never to meet again : In fuch a Cafe 
What is my dear eft Friend rcfolv'd to do i 

Brutus. 
I am, alas, fo weary of a World, 
All full of Faults and Follies, I would leave it: 
But that to me it feems a Want of Spirit 
To ftirink from Life for fear of future 111. 
Tis to diftruft the Juftice of the Gods, 
Or elfe their Po w'r $ and is in my opinion, 
Not Courage, but a bold Difguife for Fear. 
WithPaticncc arm'd, Til bear the Blows of Fortune* 

C a s s 1 u s. 
SThen, dcareft Brutus, you can be content 
To wear a Chain 5 nay, what is yet much worfe, 
To fee great Rom as much a Slave as you i 
Vol. L Cc Brv- 
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Brutus. 

O never, never come that fatal Day ! 
The very Sound offends. Oh you have nam' d 
The only thing, ye Gods, I cannot bear. 
Whene'er yc fend that Summons, 'tis my laft. 
And therefore, left we ne'er fhould meet again* 
Here let us take our evcrlafting Leave. 

Cassius. 
Forever, and for ever, farewel Brutus t 
After this famous Day we (hall be Vidors, 
Or elfe, beyond the fenfe of being vjanquifh'd. 

Brutus. 
For ever, and for ever, farewel Cassius ! 
Twill be with Pleafure if we meet hereafter J 
If not, this Parting is our great eft Pain. 

{Exeunt feversilj. 
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S C E N E IIL 

Jufi as Cassius is going off y enter Titinius baftfy, 

and flops him. 

Titinius. 

The AffrijTof Marc Antony appears, 
Fearlefs, and forward to attempt your Camp. 

Cas- 
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Cassius. 

Sure 'tis impoffibk : /ho' brave to Raftmefs, 

He is a Soldier of to6 great Experience i 

I cannot hope for fuch a Fault in him. 

Tis fafer to beftride the angry Ocean, 

Than offer to affault a Roman Camp. - 

We'll foon correct this infolent Antonius, 

And crufh the bold Attempt. {Exit Cassius. 

A Charge is founded. 

Re-enter Cassius, with Titinius, Pindarus, 

and other Officers. 

Cassius. 
Their profp'rous Raftmefs terrifies our Men, 
Who never fear'd before : I doubt all s loft j 
The Liberty of Rome is gone for ever, 
m perilh with it, or redeem the Day. 
Titinius, oh make haft e, fly tow'rdthofe Troops; 
Difcover quickly if they are our Friends. 

lExit Titinius, 
Go,Pindarus, get on the riftng Ground, 
(My Sight thou know'ft is fliort) andtakea view 
Quite round the Field. 

VutDARUsgoesup the Hilly then calls to Cassius. 

Pindarus. 
Hoa, my good Lord ! 

Cc a Ca* 
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Cassius. 
What now I 

rPlNDARVf. 

Titinius is feiz'd on by the Foe 

Cassius. 
Oh, he is taken, and they fhout for Joy. 

iCASSWsgats slfi i$ vitw. 
Comedown, comedown; 
Oh, I have liv'd to fee my beft Friend loft ! 
And by my own Procurement ! Pindarus, 
I took thee Prisoner once, and fpar'd thy Life * 
All the return I ask, is, now take mine. 

[Pindarus turns awt/wtephtg. 
I am thy General, andMaftertooj " 
Yet I have us'd thee as becomes a Friend : 
A Friend will not deny my laft Requeft. 
Kill me with this ; with this I flew the Tyrant. 

[CASsivsfreJbits him his "Dagger. 

Pindarus. 
h there Neccflity ? 

Cassius. 
Thou fee'ft there is. 
Difpatch it quickly, while I turn my Face. 

Pindarus. 

Then farcwcl, worthy Cassius. l 

[Pindarus kills bimfelf. 

Cas- 
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Cassius. 
What, gone before me * Did I need Example > 
For (hame now Cassius do thy own lad work j 
?indarus leads the Honourable Way. 

iFdlls on his Sward. 

m 

_ . 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Titinius, meeting one of C assiusV Officer* 
juft entring At the other *Door. 

Titini us. 
Brutus with chearful News greets C aius Cassius ; 
And, having broke the Forces of Oct a vius, 
Is hafting hither to relieve his Friend. 

Officer. 
Alas ! he comes too late, fee there lies Cassius ! 

Enter Brutus w/ftfr Officers. 

Brutus. 
|$ Cassius on the Ground i O my dear Friend ! 

iRuns to Cassius. 
I came to fill thy Ears with pleating News ; 
But fuch a Sight has turn'd my Joy to Grief. 

i Cassius. 

iWhat> has my feeble Hand made me betaken) 

Ccj B 
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Is C assius to become the Scorn of Antony ? 

iRifing a little, believing it to be Antont. 

Brutus. 
Rather the Grief of ev'ry worthy Roman. 
What curfed Hand has (lain my deareft Friend ? 

Cassius. 
What do I hear, *nd fee i is Brutus there > 
A Pris'nertoo? 

Brutus. 
The Gods forbid that, C assius: 
Look up, and fee thy mournful Friend vi&orious. 

C a s s i u s. 
Have you then fav'd the Liberty of Rome ? 
I ask no more, and die with full Content. 
But yet I leave my Junia behind : 
Oh, ftill be tender of that beft of Women] 
In being kind to her, remember me. 

\T>ies m his Arms. 

Brutus. 
Remember thee > Who can forget thy Worth ! 
With a dead Friend, Difputcs are all forgot, 
And what is tender takes up all the Mind 5 
Grief only thinks on that which moft promotes it : 

iTurns to his Officers. 
And oh, I l«ng to give my Sorrow vent ; 

But 
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But our dear Country now claims all my Care. 
Summon our Soldiers, that I may with Praifc 
Keep up that Spirit which has fir'd their Souls. 

Enter a confufed Multitude of Soldiers. 

Hail Fellow- Soldiers, worthy of that Caufc 

For which you fight fo well. Your Actions paft 

Urge you to more ; Be your own great Example. 

On far unequal Terms thefe Armies meet ; 

They fight to make Ambition Tyranny, 

And themfelve$ Slaves 5 their Vi&'ry is their Ruin. 

But if for this one Day you can fubmit 

To one who but commands you for your fakes % 

(Now proud to lead, while you are pleas'd to follow) 

You ev'ry one fhall be a Conqueror, 

And equal to your General, who feeks 

No other Triumph but his Country's Freedom. 

End but that Work, and then to foreign Wars. 

There's no Man here but may by Merit hope 

To lead an Army, and have Me his Soldier. 

Acclamations of Applaufc. 

Let prodigal Antonius promife Treafures, 
Wrench'd from hard Hands of wretched lab ring 

Swains, 
Who lift them up to Heav'n to call downVengeance. 
lean out-bid him, fpite of all his Riches: 

Cc 4 Hark 
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Hark to the pleafmg Sound ! 'tis Liberty ! 
That only nam'd, I need to fay no more. 

lEveunt Soldiers Routing* 



SCENE V. 

A Trumpet founds mournfully. 

Brutus. 

Silcnte thofe difmal Notes for Cassius* Death; 
There is no need of Sounds to raife true Sorrow \ 
And it will chear the Foe to hear us mourn. 
Oh CAsyus ! what a lofs art thou to Rome ! 

iStooping down to the dead Body. 

Trumpet founds again mournful. Enter Variu& 

V a r i u s. 
*Tis with a trembling Hand I fhew thefc Letters $ 
Your Grief for C ass i us, will, alas! be loft: 
Like Rivers in the Ocean, fwallow'd up 
In fadder News. 

Brutus. 

Speak, is my Portia well i 
What, make no Anfwer ) then 'tis fo indeed* 
la faying npthing, thou haft told me all. 

Varius. 
Here is the fad Account. 

[Holds the Letter to Brutus. 
3 Brutus. 
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Brutus. 
Oh, read it, read it. 

Varius. 

" Varius, I muft unwillingly inform you, 

[Reading. 
€€ That Portia, grieving for her Husband's Abfencc, 
€C Had mourn'd her felf into a raging Fever ; 
" In which, becaufe (he fancy'd he was dead, 
f She (none fufpeffcing) fwallow'd burning Coals, 
€€ So dy *d with mournful Clamours for her Brutus^ 

Brutus. 

Enough, enough. O ye immortal Gods ! 
I'll not complain of you, but of my feif 5 
For, fure I am the very worfr of Men, 
Since you think fit to make me the moft wretched. 
How all my Tears are on a fudden ftopt ! 
Something I feel within that weighs me dowQ 5 
And 1 muft fink. 

Varius. 
Good Sir, be comforted. 

Brutus. 

Oh never, never. 

Had'ft thou beheld her with my weeping Eyes, 

When tenderly we took our lateft leave j 

How her Love pleaded, and her Beauty mov'd $ 

When, 
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When, all diflblv'd in Grief, her mournful Looks 
She fixM on mine ! Oh, never talk of Comfort. 
Comfort ! dear Portia, if I ever feck it, 
May then— alas ! I cannot curfe my fdf, 
Heav'n knows, I am already fo unhappy. 

Enter Lucilius haftily. 

Luc il i us. 
The Enemy once more is coming on, 
Antony leads them out of Cassius' Camp, 
And gathers, as he goes, the large Remains 
Of the new routed Army of Octavius. 
Ill do my btft to flop them in their March. 

Brutus. 
Anton ius, and his Army ? Alas Varius \ 
What's that, or Viftory itfclf to me \ 

V a r i u s. 

But yet our Country Ihould not be forgotten. 

Brutus. 
Oh, no: Til bear about this heavy Heart : 
Yet, when I ftrugglc moft, it weighs me down, 

Varius. 
But where is, Sir, your wonted Refolution i 

Brutus. 
Gone, Varius, gone for ever, with my Portia." 

Variujl 
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Varius. 
Then, farcwpl all the Liberty of Rome ! 

Brutus. 
The Liberty of Rome? Thp thought of that 
Has rous'd me up— Yet one Sigh more for Portia--- 
Rome yet (hall have my Cares : But oh, my Friend, 
May this be the laft Battle among Romans! 
It grieves my Soul to fee this Civil Slaughter. 
Fain I would live to leave my Country free, 
And with my dying Eyes behold her profper. 
Elfe I have done too much) and Cesar's Death, 
Too (harp a Med'cine, if it does not cure. 
Twas cutting off a Limb ev'n from myfelf, 
And, oh, I now begin to feel the Maim. 
But 'tis too late, and we muft now look forwards-— 
Command our Men to fpread on both the Wings, 
Left they encompafs us with greater Numbers : 
The Troops we routed of Octavius 
Will hardly have the Heart to rally more. {Exeunt. 

After they have founded a Battel for fome tifot, 
enter Lucilius and another Officer. 

Lucilius. 
All's loft ! Ambition triumphs over Virtue. 

Officer. 

Tis nbt our Fault, but Fate's : Did we not charge 

WithFiercenels fit to fight for all the World ? 

Fixft, 
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Firft, all our Darts we flung away defpis'd, 
Uncertain Weapons of remoter War, 
And rufh'd on nearer with the furer Sword ; 
As if each common Soldier were a Brutus, 
Rome at their Hearts, and Glory in their Minds- 

Lucilius. 
But what is Valour, when fo overmatch'd, 
By elder Troops, and much fupcriour Numbers ! 
Yet no one yielded, while ten thoufand dy'd j 
Each call'd for Death as faft as e'er he fell, 
And ftill by Ul-tim'd Pity was refufed. 
We only fought to die, and they to fave us : 
Which Brutus then perceiving, left the Field, 
And fled not from their Fury, but their Mercy. 

Enter Ventidius with a Company of Soldiers. 

Ventidius. 
Purfue them clofc, and on your Lives (pare Brutus. 

Lucilius. 
Stop then your Chace, and lead me to Antonius. 
I might have Tcap'd, but Brutus (corns to fly. 

Soldier. 
He is taken, he's taken. 

iTheygive a treat Shout y and carry #tf Lucilius, 
whom they fupgofe to be Brutus. 

lExtunt Omnes. 
SCENE 
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SCENE VL 

Enter Brutus, WTitinius, witbfome Officer;. 

Brutus. 
Yc worthy few, who with unufual Faith 
Quit not a Priend whom Fortune has forfaken 5 
Reft your tir'd Bodies on this Bank a while : 
Where like a fhipwrcck'd Merchant I appear, 
Gath ring the dear Remains of my loft Fortunes. 

Officer. 
Oh, who can judge the Councils of the Gods * 

\They all fit drum. 
Behold the beft of Men is made a Prey 
To boundlefs Wildnefs, and unjuft Ambition. 

Brutus. 
That wild Ambition but too often profpers : 
Yet fure the Gods know better far then we, 
How to difpofe the ruling of Mankind. 
If they will have (which yet feems wondrous ftrange) 
Injufticeto fticceed, and Virtue fuffer ; 
Our Part is only to fubmit with Reverence. 
Tistime, 'tis time that Rome (bonld be at reft. 

First Officer. 

iHt whiff ers each of them. 

Not for the World. 

Se- 
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Second Officer. 

The mighty <3ods forbid ! 

Third Officer. 

May my Hand wither firft ! 

First Officer. 

What did he whifper ? 

Third Officer. 

He earneftly intreated me to kill him. 

First Officer. 
He mov'd the fame to me. 

Titinius. 
How i$4hf t noble Soul overwhelmed with Anguifh, 
Not for h&own, but for his Country's Ruin ! 

Brutus. 
Romans, for flume (hew not fuch childifh Pity. 
Think you I am fo fond of painful Life, 

iHerifeshaftilj. 
That my faint Hand (hould tremble at my Cure > 
Why then refufe to do this laft good Office, 
Which I, for want of Friends, muft do my felf. 
Nay, if my Life could yet but ferve my Country, 
Tho' rack'd with Griefs, the very hopes of that, 
Would, like ftrong Cordials, force me to endure it. 
But lawlefs Empire rules ! what then remains 
But Death, or worfe than Death, ignoble Bondage? 

Which 
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Wfckluf my Soul caft ne'er fubmit to bear, 
Pardon, good Heav'n, my not enduring Life 
On fuch a hard Condition ! — Sacred Virtue! 
Thou Deity that all the Good adore ! 
Why haft thou caft me off, and giv'n Succefs 
To thy own Foes, and mine ? I followed thee 
Ev'n through the Blood of C j£Sar, whom I lovM, 
Andwholov'dme ; Ye Powers immortal ! know 
With what a heavy Heart and troubled Mind, 
I help'd my Country by fo harfh a Means : 
But I moft gladly make thee this amends— 

(Gjesar's Ghqft appear s and vanifbes m 
Oh CifiSAR, Ci£SAR ! Therefore reft appeas'd ; 
I did not kill thee half fo willingly. {.Kills bimfelf. 

Enter Antony, Dol abella, Vent jdius, &c. 

Antony. 
The Blow is giv'n, and we are come too late* 

A great Shout of Soldiers bringing in Lucilius. 

Soldier. 
Rewards, and Triumph! we have brought you, 
Brutus. 

Lucilius. 
No, Antony: the Gods forbid that Brutus 
Should ever be a Prifoner ! by affiiming 
His Name, I here have ftopp'd their hot Purfuit. 

? An- 
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ANTONY. 

This is not Brutus, but a worthy Prize : 

For ye have brought a Friend, and not A Foe. 

Youth, I admire thy Virtue $ be to me, 

As thou haft been to him, who now lies there. 

iLvciLiusftarts, fees the Body q/Brvtvs> 
and kneels dawn by it. 

Oh Brutus, I am robb'd of hal£my Triumph s 

Tothy moft gen'rous Soul I ow'd my Life, 

And fain I would have taken kincfcRevcnge ; 

For, 'tis a Debt, lies heavy on me now. 

Rife, worthy Reman, do not mourn in vain. 

[Lucilius rifes. 

Luc 1 li us. 
Yield, all ye Heroes of immortal Name, 
Whofe (tuning Mifchiefs only raife your Fame* 
If publick Virtue well be underftbod, 

lies the Greateflf-Af an that -e'er was Good. 
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Yet the juft Gods a righteous Judgment fend j 
He lov'd his Country, but he kill'd his friend* 



The End of the Fttfi Volume. 
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